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THE GOLDEN- THOUGHT 
OF QUEEN BEHYL. 



'•^^ 




NCE upon a time there lived a king 
who governed his people so well, 
that he was called ^ King Casimir 
the Just/ I must inform you, my little 
children, that the kings who reigned before 
him had been very idle. They loved hunt* 
ing, hawking, boating, dancing — indeed, 
every kind of pleasure, because they always 
thought that kings might do just as they 
liked, and that they had no need to please 
anybody but themselves. King Casimir 
knew that it was selfish to think so, and 
that it was wrong to be idle; so he built 
houses and palaces on the waste land; over 
the rivers he swung handsome bridges ; he 

1 



2 The Golden Thought 

made large tanks to hold the rain^ so that 
the people and cattle might drink when the 
sun had dried up the earth, and there was no 
water/ in short, he did so much good, and 
gave such profitable employment to all his 
people, that no beggars were to be seen in 
his kingdom. But a sickness came and laid 
its finger on the good king, in the midst of 
all his prosperity ; and when he felt he must 
leave this world for the life that will never 
cnJ, he sent for Queen Beryl, and gave her 
good advice about their little son ; and when 
he was finishing his counsel, he said : 

' My dear Beryl, I charge you, solemnly, 
never to forget that your sou is to be a 
king/ 

The gentle queen kissed his hand in token 
ot submission, and she laid her beautiful 
head over it, and knelt there, weeping, 
until the spirit of the noble king winged its 
way to the land where the angels stand 
robed in white garments. 

All the people in the realm mourned 
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'when the king died; but they said : ' The 
mother of this baby-boy is more unhappy 
than we, so we will try to comfort her.' 
And they besought the Archangel Raphael 
to listen to them> and said to him : 

' We have heard that you have a gift to 
confer. Bestow it, we beseech you, on Queen 
Beryl.^ 

Then the archangel went to the queen, 
and pitying her when he saw her great 
sorrow, he said to her : 

' Oh queen, I have the power to bestow 
a gift. Your youth and your sorrow have 
gained my heart, and I freely offer you this 
proof of my power : demand what you will, 
it shall be yours.' 

' Beautiful angel,' said the weeping 
queen, ' I gratefully accept your offer, not 
for myself, but for my son ; only leave me 
time to consider whab is the greatest boon 
a monarch can have.' 

The little baby-king did not know how 
anxious he made the heart of his mother. 

1—2 



4 The Golden Thougkt 

His eyes were as bright, his cheeks as 
rosy, and he laughed and crowed as much 
as ever. His guardian angel always stood 
by his cradle, warding off, with its snowy 
wings, every evil thing. What should we 
do without our guardian angels ? We do 
not see them, but they are always at our 
side to protect us. Oh, let us be gentle, 
my children, and pray that they will never 
leave us ! Let us never chase them away ! 
Every morning the queen took her place 
at the foot of the royal cradle, and bitter 
were the tears the poor mother shed when 
she thought that her son had no father to 
guide him. It was a good thing the queen 
went there every day, because over the head 
of the cradle, in a niche in the wall, was a 
beautiful statue of the Holy Yirgin and 
Child ; and in looking long and constantly 
at it, she gathered strength. The little 
Saviour was smiling and holding out its 
hands ; and when the queen thought of how, 
in after years, that smiling face was fur- 
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rowed with sorrow/ how those hands, after 
toiling hard, were pierced with nails ; how 
those feet, wearily dragged along, left a 
bleeding trace on their road to Calvary, and 
all for loye of us — she shed torrents of 
tears, mid cried : ' Oh patient, holy 
Mother, whose grief was ever like unto 
thine V 

While she wept thus, an angel stole beside 
her, and catching her falling tears in a phial, 
flew away with them to a 'far-off land. 
Every day the archangel came to see her, 
and every day Queen Beryl said : ' Oh good 
angel, leave me yet another day to consider 
the gift.' 

Now the queen was good and pious, and 
prayed a great deal, for she said ; ' How 
can I expect heavenly gifts unless I pray 
for them V It happened one day, when the 
queen prayed long and fervently, that a 
sudden light seemed to break in upon her 
brain; everything seemed clear, and a 
thought came to Queen Beryl, such a golden 
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thoaght, that she bowed her head and said : 
' Sweet Mother, I thank thee.' 

You may be sure, my little children, that 
when the archangel wenc that day, he was 
very glad to hear the queen say these words : 
' Most holy messenger of God, I have given 
you much trouble, but this generous nation 
requires that I should be just in what I ask 
for my son. The happiness and prosperity 
of this people are, in a measure, in my 
son's hands ; grant him, I beseech you, the 
giffc of wisdom,* 

The archangel smiled, and after touching 
the forehead of the little chili with his 
blessed hand, he disappeared. 

I need not inform my little readers that 
everything went well with King Casimir the 
Second, as he was called, when he was a 
baby, when he was a youth, when he was a 
young man ; for his wisdom made. the most 
difficult things appear easy to him. 

We must return now to the angel who 
gathered the glittering tears of the queen. 
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I told you lio flew to a far-off land. He flew 
to the border* of a great black forest, into 
the cottage of Woodman. John, and very 
gently he dropped the tears of the good 
queen on the closed eyes of Baby Lilian. 
You would have thought that Baby Lilian 
knew what the angel had done, for she 
smiled in her sleep. 

Now Woodman John and his wife were 
excellent, honest people. Tbey feared God 
and honoured the king. They had threo 
children — Mary, Rose, and Lilian. While 
the baby-king grew up to be admired and 
loved throughout his kingdom, little Baby 
Lilian grew to be the model and idol of 
everyone around her. If anyone wanted a 

favour granted, they said : ' Wo will ask 

* 

Lily.' If they required anyone to watch 
by the cradle of a sick child, they said : 
' We will fetch Lilian.' In short, the little 
feeli of Lilian trotted everywhere, and she 
never felt tired when she thought she could 
help anyone. 
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Years passed away, and the little king, 
dowered with the golden thought of Queen 
Beryl, grew to manhood. Then the people 
said : 

' Our good king has followed in the foot- 
steps of his father, and we must ask him 
to marry, that if he die, we may have his 
child to. reign after him/ 

So they, one and all, prayed him to marry. 

The king was not at all unwilling, but he 
made answer : 

* The woman I marry is not only to be my 
wife, but she must be queen over this 
people ; I must, therefore, choose a woman 
who will think of others before herself.' 

Then the people smiled sadly, and said 
they knew he would never marry, because 
he would never find a woman so gifted. 

The king caused a proclamation to be 
made, and it was arranged that all the 
princesses who were esteemed amiable 
and thoughtful of others, were to assemble 
in the great hall of the palace, and pass 
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before tlie throne ; and if the king saw one 
whose expression and mien pleased him, he 
was to let fly a snow-white dove that sat 
perched on his left wrist, whose foot was 
attached to a golden chain that the king 
held in his hand. 

When the day arrived, a long file of 
beantifal yonng ladies passed before the 
throne; bnt the king still held the dove 
prisoner. 

I must inform you that in that country 
there was a young princess lovely and clever. 
She had so much wit and spirit that every- 
one spoke in praise of the Princess Zinika. 
She soon grew very vain, and forgot that all 
the gifts she possessed came from God. 
How often do we receive handsome gifts, 
and promise to love them on account of the 
giver. So, in like manner, when we make 
presents ourselves, we often say : ^ Take 
care of it for my sake.' Ah ! then, my little 
children, how much more ought we to taJce 
care of every good gift that God, in His 
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bounty, has been pleased to bestow upon us ! 
We ought to work very humbly, that the 
gifts He gave us may not be lost. I grieve 
to say thati although the Princess Zinika 
was beautiful and clever, she thought only 
of herself. Her vanity was so great, that 
she thought that if she waibed until the file 
of young ladies passed before the king, she 
would be seen to greater advantage ; that 
he would see better what wit and cleverness 
she possessed, and so make her his choice. 
With these thoughts in her mind, the 
princess loitered behind the others, and then 
passed before the throne in all her pride and 
grandeur; but the king, in his wisdom, 
never freed the dove. 

I can never picture to you, my children, 
the rage of this princess, for, as she never 
humbly thanked God for all His good gifts, 
she was passionate and proud. Her rage 
was so violent, that everyone was afraid of 
her. 

'What shall I do,' she cried, 'to be 
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revenged on this king who insults me thus ? 
Oh, if I could burn him up with the glance 
o£ my eyes/ she exclaimed, 'how glad I 
should be I' and rushing home to her palace, 
she mounted a long winding stair till she 
came to a tower, and knocking loudly at a 
little door in the turret, was instantly 
admitted. 

An old lady came forward to meet her. 
She looked very amiable, and was nearly 
double, on account of her great age. 

' Oh, my dear Lurline,^ cried the princess, 
in a passion of tears, 'you can never dream 
of the insult! have received from the king ! 
I shall die, indeed I shall, of shame and 
vexation!^ and throwing herself in the arms 
of the old lady, who was her godmother, 
she sobbed and groaned piteously. 

When Lurline had heard all the story, she 
placed tho princess on a sofa, and drawing 
her seat near her, began by every means 
in her power to soothe this passionate out* 
burst. 
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The old lady was some time before 2jiiiika 
would listen to a word, for she screamed oat 
every moment, 'Vengeance ! Vengeance V 

Then Lurline told the princess that she 
would be very sorry if ever she tried her 
vengeance on such a king, that he was very 
much beloved, and moreover that good kings 
were scarce ; but Zinika still screamed that 
dreadful ^Virord. 

At last the old lady bethought herself of 
a soothing potion she had, and filling a small 
glass with the delicious draught, presented 
it to the princess. 

The princess swallowed it, in obedience 
to her godmother, when, worn out with her 
passion and weary with weeping, she laid 
her be£butif ul )iead on the cushions and fell 
asleep. 

While the old lady sat watching the 
sleeper, she reproached herself bitterly for 
not having been more severe to her in her 
childhood. 

' If I had only told her,^ sighed the old 
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lady^ ' that to possess humility was a greater 
happiness than her dazzling beauty^ how 
much she would have gained in the eyes of 
the good king to-day ! Why did I not 
warn her that the flattery of the world 
would render her selfish ? Alas ! so beau- 
tiful and so proud, what is to become of 
her V Old Lurline folded her hands and 
prayed long and silently. 

When the princess opened her eyes, 
she had such a calm lovely look that her 
godmother said: 'You are better, my 
daughter?' 

' Yes, good mother,' replied the princess, 
kissing her cheek. ' I have had a dream : do 
not ask me what it was,' she continued, 
smiling ; ' I must gamer it all in my own 
bosom. . You see me changed, my Lurline. 
In my dream an angel came and taught 
me wisdoift ; he laid his blessed hand here,' 
said she, pressing her hands on her heart, 
' and now I have 9io more sorrow/ 

I told you that Woodman John lived on 
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the borders of a great forest. This forest 
was of vast extent, and so thickly grown 
with trees that at some parts it was quite 
dark from their dense shadows. 

Sometimes when Woodman John did not 
go too far into the forest^ one of his little 
girls took his dinner to him. 

One day, it happened that the woodman 
had to go a long distance in the forest, so 

he said to his wife : 

' Miriam^ I am going to work as far 
as the King's Oak ; will you let Mary bring 
me my dinner V 

' Yes, surely will I send her/ replied his 
wife ; ' but do not forget to instruct her well 
that she may not lose herself in returning.' 

When the time came, Mary set off with, 
her father's dinner. 

She took no notice of anything by the 
way except the wild flowers ; she gathered 
a bouquet for h3r own bedroom, she pinned 
some in her own bosom, and made a wreath 
for her own head. 
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But altHongh Mary found her father, 
gave him his dinner, and received his advice 
as to what pathway she should follow in 
returning, she was too occupied with her- 
self to pay attention. It began 'to grow 
dark before she was half-way through the 
forest, and the darker it grew the more 
afraid she became. 

At last when all the birds had gone to 
their nests, and she could hear nothing but 
the echo of her own frightened steps, she 
saw all at once a light in the distance. 
She hastened on until she reached a cottage 
almost hidden among the trees. She 
knocked at the door ; it was opened im<- 
mediately, and a kind voice invited her to 
enter. 

She did so, and found herself before a 
fine old gentleman with a long beard as 
whito as snow. 

Perched beside the fire, with its head 
under its wing, was a milk-white dove, with 
a golden chain attached to its leg. 
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^ I have lost my way/ said Mary, boldly 
taking ofi her hat as she spoke, and putting 
the flowers she had gathered inside the 
crown of it, for fear she might forget them ; 
' and I am very hungry, too,' said Mary ; and 
she glanced at the table, and saw that it was 
loaded with good things that were only 
waiting to be cooked. 

The old man advanced to where the dove 

was perched, and sang in a rich young 

voice : 

* My gentle dove, my sweetest dove, 

My dove with this feathers white ; 
I shall let this stranger maid 
Dine with me to-night.' 

The pretty creature took its head from 
its snowy wing, and after shaking its feathers 
a little, tucked its head once more in its 
warm nook, and went off to sleep again. 

Then the old man laid the table, made the 
soup, cooked the meat, prepared the salad ; 
in short, he did everything, although he was 
so old. Mary sat in the large arm-chair 
and looked on all the time. 
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At last when all was ready tlie old man 
invited her to the table. 

When they had both dined Mary felt 
very sleepy, and said : 

' I hope yon will not think of sending me 
away, for I can never Bnd my way home to- 
night. I am very sleepy, and should like to 
go to bed.' 

The old man arose, and taking a lamp, 
said: 

' Follow me, my dear.' 

Mary obeyed, and followed him up a stair 
which led to a large room. Mary looked 
around, and saw that the room was in 
terrible disorder. The bed was unmade, the 
carpet turned up, the wash-stand in the 
greatest confusion ; indeed, it was in such 
disorder that Mary was glad to hear him 
say: 

'This is my room; but there,' and he 
pointed to a door at the farther end, ' is a 
smaller room where you can sleep. Good- 
night, and pleasant dreams to you.' So 

2 
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saying lie set down the lampj and left 
her. 

On hastening forward to the little room^ 
Mary found it quite as untidy as the large 
one j and although she was very sleepy^ she 
did not like to lie on such an uncomfortable 
bed. She took o£E all the clothes^ gave the 
bed a good shaking, and aEter arranging the 
chairs and putting the washstand in order, 
she lay down just as she was, and soon fell 
sound asleep. While Mary appeared to be 
sleeping soundly, her brain was actively 
dreaming. 

She dreamt she was again in the forest 
Again she had a wild fear knocking at her 
heart, as she saw the daylight die away and 
the evening grow darker. Again the light 
from the old man's cottage gleamed its 
welcome to her. Everything passed in her 
dream as it had passed in reality ; but she 
half arose from her bed with wonder to see 
before her a figure that filled her room with 
light. She knew it was an angel, for it had 
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filiining white wings tipped with silver, and 
she knew also that it was weeping. 

^ Beautiful angel^ who are you, and why do 
you weep V asked Mary in her softest tones. 

'I am your guardian angel/ was the 
answer ' and I weep because I see you are 
ungenerous and selfisL I have been by 
your side ever since you were born ; I have 
guarded you in every sickness. Every 
accident and calamity I have warded off. 
I have brought health to your cheek and 
happiness to your heart. I have never 
forsaken you for a moment ; and yet to-day 
when I guided you here, you were not 
generous enough to perform one single act 
of kindness to the good old man who 
afforded you food and shelter. What have 
I to do but weep V 

* Oh, sweet angel, weep not, and I will 
never vex you more/ cried Mary, to whom 
the tears of the angel were as so many 
daggers in her heart.- ' Oh, what shall I do 
that you may cease to weep ? What can I 

2—2 



20 Tfie Golden Thought 

do to atone for all the grief I have caused 
you V 

' Love everyone as you love yourself j my 
child^ let their interests be yours, and I will 

cease to weep/ As the angel pronounced 
these words^ he seemed to &ide away. 

But Mary, whose love for her beautiful 
guardian had sprung up in her heart like 
some bright flower, cried : 

^ Oh, my beautiful angel, do not leave me ! 
Oh, my sweet companion of heaven, let me 
kiss your feet I ^ She sprang up from her 
knees to follow the shiningfigure, and falling 
heavily on the floor, awoke. 

And was this all a dream ? Yes, it was but 
a dream; bat it came as a warning leason, 
and Mary wisely determined that "it should 
not be lost. Was not her guardian angel 
true to his trust ? she asked herself j and 
why should she cause him sorrow ? 

'I will go and help the old man, and do 
what I can for him/ she said. 

The woodman and his wife waited anxious- 
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ly for Mary's return, for they supposed she 
Had been overtaken by tbe dark night, and 
that in the morning she would find her way 
home. The next day, when the woodman 
was starting for the forest, he asked his 
wife to send Bose with his dinner. 

' I will send her, my dear,' said his wife ; 
^and perhaps she will find her sister, and 
they will return together.' 

But I am sorry to inform you, my little 
children, that Bose did the very same thing 
as Mary had done. She paid no attention 
to all the good advice her father gave her, 
and only when she saw the night coming 
on, and the darkness growing thicker, did 
she think of all he had said to her. 

It was too late to remember now, for she 
could see nothing, it was so dark. She 
heard nothing, but the screaming of the 
night birds and the echo of her own feet. 
All at once she saw a welcome light in the 
distance shining like a star, and hastening 
on, she arrived at the same cottage that 
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Mary had found. She knocked at the door, 
and the same old man with the long white 
beard received her. 

' I have lost my way/ said Bose^ taking 
o£f her bonnet ; ' and I am very hungry/ 
she continued, stretching out her long thin 
throat, and surveying all the gooii things 
that were lying ready to be cooked. 

The old gentlemen laid the table, made 
the soup, cooked the meat ; in short he did 
everything, while Rose sat in the arm-chair 
and looked on. 

You will remember, my little reader, that 
this was just what Mary had done; she 
sat doing nothing but looking about her. 

When all was ready the host invited Rose 
to the table ; and after dining heartily. Rose 
told him that she was very sleepy, and would 
like to go to bedr 

He asked her to follow him, and conducted 
her to the very rooms he had shown Mary, 
where setting down the light, he departed. 

As soon as he was gone, Rose looked 
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rotiiid the* room quite rudely ; and putting 
the small room in order, as Mary had done^ 
she gqt into bed and slept soundly till near 
morning. 

But the dreams of Bose were troubled^ as 
Mary's had been^ by the tears and reproaches 
of her guardian angel ; and as she saw the 
beautiful figure fading before her sight, she 
cried^ amid repentant tears^ 'Oh^ do not leave 
me ! take me with you ! Let me kiss you ! 
let me love you !' and crying thus^ she 
awoke. 

, I can never describe how grieved the 
woodman and his wife were when they did 
not see their children return ; but as there 
were no wild beasts in the forest^ they said : 
' When the bright sun comes they will find 
their way home/ 

Now they loved the good little Lilian 
more than the others^ and they said : ' What 
should we do if we lost our Lilian 7 she is 
the only little birdie we have left. No^ she 
shall never go to the woods I' 
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Bat when her &ther was setting off> Lily 
begged and prayed bo earnestly that at last 
they consented. 

' I will not lose myself J indeed I will not ; 
bnt I will take the way back my father tells 
me^ and you may be snre^ mother, I will 
bring back my sisters/ 

So when the time came, Lilian was allowed 
to depart with her father's dinner. When 
she reached the spot where he was^ she 
sat down and amnsedhim so mnchwith her 
pretty chat^ that he forgot how fast the 
time was passing. She had a voice like a 
bird, and sang such beautiful hymns that he 
ate his dinner very slowly, quite enchanted 
with Lily's concert. 

' Oh, my dear child/ exclaimed her father 
at last, ' lose no time, return home at once, or 
night will overtake you.' 

Lily jumped up and set off like a fright- 
ened bird ; but night came on before she 
was half through the forest. She kept 
steadily on, however, taking the road her 
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father had pointed out ; but when she came 
to a dense dark spot^ and could no longer 
see the footpath, she loSt her way entirely^ 
She soon saw a glimmering light in the 
distance, that shone out in the dark night 
like a lonely star. Lily quickly made her 
way towards it and she thought of the ' Star 
of the Sea ;' and she prayed, ' Holy Mother, 
star of the Sea ! thou who art the gate of 
heaven, open the gate for me out of this dark 
and lonesome forest/ 

She soon arrived at the welcome beacon, 
and found a cottage almost buried among 
the trees. She knocked at the door, and the 
same old man with the long white beard 
opened it. 

^ Oh, good sir,' said Lily, folding her 
hands pleadingly, ^ I have lost my way in 
this forest, and I am very tired.' 

^Oome in and welcome, my child,' said she 

She entered, and saw the table loaded 
with uncooked eatables, and was astonished 
to see a white dove sitting by the fire. 
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Lily stood witli bright eyes and a smiling 

face looking on all around ber ; bnt Bbe 

opened ber large blue eyes to their widest 

extent when she saw ber best approach the 

dove and sing in rich clear tones : 

^ My gentle dove, my sweetest dove. 

My dove with the plumage white ; . 
I shall let this stranger maid 
Dine with me to-night' 

The pretty creature looked out from its 
snowy wingj and after shaking its feathers 
a little^ tucked its head once more in its 
warm nook^ and went to sleep again. • 

When Lily saw the old gentleman about 
to prepare everything for their dinner^ she 
begged him so earnestly to allow her to do 
all the cookings that he at last consented. 

' If you will only sib down and be so good 
as to direct me, I will do air you tell me/ 
said Lily ; and she was as good as her word. 
She fried, baked, boiled, roasted, in a word 
was so active and clever, that in a short 
space of time she served up a dinner fit for 
a prince. 
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When the old gentleman begged her to 
seat herself at the table^ Lily told him 
politely that she could not eat any dinner 
until she had fed the dove. 

' I can ask for what I want/ said the 
generous-hearted girl^ ' but this poor dumb 
pet can say nothing, and we ought to take 
care of it first/ 

So she made it a nice dish of meat 
and crumbs^ and set it down before it. She 
stroked its head^ and the dove in return 
lovingly caressed her chubby fingers. 

After dinner^ when all was cleared away, 
the old man said : ' You look tired, my dear/ 
' Yes,^ said Lily, ' 1 would be very grateful 
if you would let me stay all night.* 

^ Come with me, little maid/ said the old 
man ; and taking Lily by the hand, he led 
her up the same stairs that Mary and Eose 
had mounted, and showed her the same 
rooms'. 

As soon as ho had wished her ' Good- 
night, and pleasant dreams,' and Lily heard 
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his step die in the distance^ she set down 
her lamp and was lost in wonder. Never in 
her life had she seen snch nntidy rooms. 

' That dear old gentleman/ said she^ 
speaking to herself^ ' is so old and feeble. 
He has no friend bnt that sweet dove, and 
what can that do for him ? Oh dear^ oh dear^ 
what a room ! Bless his kind face and his 
poor trembling hands, I mnst really do 
what I can for him to-night !^ 

That little birdie Lilian was very tired 
and sleepy, but she soon forgot all her 
fatigue in her zeal to do all she could for her 
host. She brushed, dusted, and arranged 
his room so well, that you would have 
thought a little fairy had been at work 
there. His bed was as smooth as a new one. 

After the good child had done all this, she 

was so tired that she went into the little 

I. 

room, and, all untidy as it was, felt quite 
thankful to have such a shelter for her head, 
for she said to herself : ' But for the welcome 
light in this old man's window, I might 
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have been in the forest all night/ So she 
said her prarjersj laid her cheek beside her 
guardian angePs^ and fell asleep. 

She opened her eyes in the momiug ; the 
son was shedding golden rays in her room^ 
and by her bedside stood a waiting- womaUi 
who held in her hand a rich robe^ and 
cartseying low^ she said : 

' If Miss Lilian will please to rise^ I am 
here to dress her/ 

' Pray do not give yourself the trouble/ 
answered Lily, smiling. 'Whoever you 
are, I can dress myself/ 

But when she found the maid had re- 
ceived orders which must be obeyed, she 
submitted, wondering very much what it 
could all mean. 

The strange woman dressed her in a 
gorgeous robe; she combed out her long 
fair hair, and pinned it up over her forehead 
with a diamond star. All the while she was 
dressing her, Lily did nothing but talk 
about the old man. She spoke of the 
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hospitable shelter he had afforded her, of 
the excellent dinner she had eaten^ of 
the comfortable night's rest she had had. 
'Indeed/ added Lily, 'I should be so 
grieved not to see his kind face again, to 
thank him for all his goodness to me. I 
hope, with all these fine clothes, you are not 
going to whirl me away where I can never 
see him more.' 

The maid quieted her fears, and after 
completing her toilet, requested her to 
follow her. Lily did so, and traversed a 
long gallery with marble pillars at each side, 
when she was ushered by the maid into an 
immense room, richly hung with velvet. 

What was Lily's astonishment to see the 
old man with the long white beard, sitting 
at tbe &rther end of the room, on a raised 
seat of crimson and gold I His white dovo 
sat on his left wrist, its leg fastened to a 
chain of gold, which he held in his hand. 

She thought he must be a king, and with 
a beating heart she crossed over, and kneel- 
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ing down^ laid her forehead on the lowest 
step of the throne. Her -golden hair fell 
around her like a veil. 

The old gentleman^ dazzled by her beauty, 
descended from his place^ took her hand^ 
and reseating himself on his throne, placed 
her beside him. 

'My dear little maid/ said he^ smiling 
sweeily^ ' as I owe you a great happiness, I 
have sent for you^ that you may take part in 
it. When I was quite a child/ he con- 
tinuedj 'I learned that to be happy our- 
selves^ we must contribute to the happiness 
of others ; and that to do thiS; we must pos- 
sess great charity. And when I saw how soon 
all the glories of this world fade and pass 
away, I said in my heart: '^I must seek for 
a companion who will aid me to do all I can 
for others in thi^ world, and lovingly tread 
with me, side by side, the road that leads to 
the home eternal V Ton came, my dear 
Lilian, and I knew that if, in your unselfish 
nature, you were generous and loving to the 
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old man, you would also be loving and duti- 
ful to the young king/ 

Then the king summoned all the lords and 
ministers^ and^ to the great wonder of Lilian, 
she saw that his white beard and all the dis- 
guises of old age had disappeared^ and he 
was now a handsome man. 

' Long live King Casimir !* the people 
shouted; aiid when the king set free the 
white dove, they cried still louder : ' Long 
live Queen Lilian !' 

'Yes,' said the king, turning to Lily, 
* your f orgetf ulness of self has won for you 
a place on my throne. Let this grateful 
country find in you a queen, for you only are 
worthy to be my wife.' 

Then Queen Beryl threw her arms round 
Lily's neck, and cried for joy to see her dear 
son once more without his cruel disguise, for 
she knew that he would never take it oS. till 
he met with one who would be worthy to be 
queen. 
You nmy be sure> my little children^ that 
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Birdie Lilian was glad to be queen^ for she 
knew she could always be doing good for . 

others, and that the people would help her 

to be good and useful. 

I can never tell you of the rejoicings that 

took place in that happy nation ; but I can 

tell you that everything prospered, that the 

king and queen were beloved by all, and that 

everyone said they were so good and so 

virtuous, that such happiness and blessings 

as they enjoyed could only have come to 

them through 

The Qolden Thought of Queen Beryl. 
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ROD THAT BORE BLOSSOMS. 
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IHILDBEN^ is there no moment of 
your life you sorrow over — no 
moment in whicli you suffered the 
Evil One to tempt you to do that which you 
knew was not right ? By the Evil One, I 
mean the same Satan who was the cause of 
Eve leaving her beautiful home of happiness, 
her home of sunshine and flowers in the 
garden of Eden. If you have not been 
tempted, be sure you do not listen; but 
' unto an evil counsellor close heart, and ear, 
and eye,^ and attend to the little story I am 
about to relate. 

In a small seaport town, rather famous 
for coal-mines, dwelt Widow Martin and her 
two children. Widow Martin was respected 

3-2 
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by all who knew her. She was an active^ 
industrious^ quiet woman ; and though her 
home was a humble one, yet she was so tidy 
in her habits, that it was always a picture o£ 
neatness. 

Widow Martin indulged her children as 
much as any woman, but she brought them 
up properly for all that ; she taught them to 
love their duty and to fear God ; and after 
working hard through the week for their 
maintenance, they were always seen, neatly 
clad, walking arm in arm to Mass on 
Sundays. 

Agnes, who was two years younger than 
her brother, was a good gentle girl. She 
had a quiet, submissive way that made all her 
teachers love her. Not so, Joe. He was a 
turbulent boy, idle, and unhappy, and always 
longing for something he could never obtain. 

Often did the widow's face wear an 
anxious look through Joey's misconduct. 
Her neighbours said that Joe would be a 
heart-break to her; but the poor woman 
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tried, by her own good example and gentle 
reproofs, to win her wayward boy to the 
right path. She trusted that her earnest 
struggles for his welfare would soften him. 
It was hard, she said, to * sow good grain 
and reap the whirlwind.' She did sow, and 
asked God's blessing on her work. How 
did she reap ? We will see. 

For some time before my story com- 
mences, Joe had been working in a ship- 
yard. He might have been there long 
before, but his idle habits were so well 
known, that no one cared to employ him ; 
but in the end his mother's good name 
prompted one of the men to engage him to 
do any little odd things he required, more, 
I daresay, to keep Joe from harm than from 
any actual service he could render him. 
This was a great weight off the widow's 
mind, for she always said that, with all his 
faults, Joe had a good heart, and under a 
kind master he would do well ; but, I am 
sorry to say, no one believed this but the 
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good woman herself. There was another 
reason why she rejoiced at Joe's working in 
the ship-yard ; it wonld, she thought, keep 
him from the sea, for as the coal-mines gave 
great employment to the brigs, she used to 
fear, in some of his angry moments, Joe 
would join the trade. You will wonder, 
with me, why Joe should ever talk of going 
to sea, when he saw that such threats always 
threw a shade over his mother's face. She 
had never told him about his father's death, 
but Joe had heard the story over and over 
again from his comrades. 

Joe's Either had been a collier, and was 
often at sea with his brig for weeks 
together; and one night when he was 
expected home a storm arose — such a storm 
as the little town had not witnessed for 
years. While the people on land were 
quaking for the brave men at sea, a ciy was 
heard that the brig had gone to pieces near 
the harbour I But nothing could be seen, 
for the night was intensely dark. 
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In the morning Mary Martin wandered 
down to the seaside^ but her anxious eyes 
could discover nothing of the brig. She 
saw the sun rise like a globe of fire and kiss 
the waves with its ruddy glow. They were 
calm now, and rolled peacefully, those waves 
that had been so fearfully wild the night 
before. She thought of Him who stilled 
them with only the sound of His voice ; and 
the crimson waters reminded her of the 
precious Blood that was so freely shed, a 
'ransom for many.' 

'Holy Mother,' she exclaimed, as her 
grateful heart acknowledged the tender pity 
and love of our sweet intercessor, 'Holy 
Virgin, aid my children's father to return!' 

Thus soothed, she sadly retraced her 
steps homeward. But more than three 
nules from the town, something lay on the 
sands which Mary Martin had not seen. 
There, quite calmly, with the morning sun 
flooding its beams on his face, lay the body 
of her husband. All on board his brig 
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perished^ and he was the only one the 
treacherous waves restored. 

How naughty Joe was to mention the 
sea ! Temptation came^ and Joe took the 
first step towards his own misery. I will 
tell you how it happened. 

In the same yard in which Joe worked, 
a ship was built. It was so large, that the 
men working on it looked no bigger than 
mice. When the vessel was built, every- 
one in the town was anxious to see it 
launched. If you have never seen a ship- 
launch, you can scarcely imagine a grander 
sight. 

Joe went to see it. He saw the vessel 
christened the Belted Will; he saw them 
hoist out a scarlet flag; he heard them 
hammer away, one by one, the planks of 
wood that held her^ when all at once she 
moved I and amid loud cheers and waving 
of hats and handkerchiefs, she glided 
swiftly and gracefully into the water. The 
waves danced around her with their snowy 



The Rod that bore Blossoms. 41 

foam^ as thougli they welcomed her to the 
home she would never leave again. Yes^ and 
not one in all that crowd of witnesses could 
tell what the fate of that noble ship would be ! 
She might encounter many a storm, strike on 
many a hidden rock^ and go down at last in 
those great waters^ and no one see her more ; 
or she might go through the tempests 
bravely, help many a frail bark unable to 
weather the storm, and after years of useful 
service, find a safe haven at last in her own 
land. 

Little children, that ship is like you. We 
cannot tell what part you will act on the 
great sea of life. You may not be sub- 
missive amid the storms of misfortune ; you 
may yield to every temptation which, like 
hidden rocks, may beset your path; you 
may not ask God^s grace to guide you, and 
wanderiug on thus in darkness, you may go 
down to your grave unknown because un- 
loved. Pray that such may not be your 
fate ; pray that you may look up, through 
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all afflictions and misfortunes^ to Him who 
'worketh all thinks for our salvation/ that 
your heart may be kind to help those who 
require your aid, that you may not be an 
idle spectator on the busy waves of life, 
that you may actively perform your part to 
all^ that so you may find a peaceful end, 
where kind hearts shall miss you when you 
are gone, and love your name long after 
you have passed away ! 

Ah ! if Joe had only thought of all this 
when he stood looking at the ship ! She was 
a splendid vessel, the largest, they said, 
that had been built in the yard. Her first 
voyage was to be to China, and before 
setting sail she was to lie three weeks in 
docks to receive her masts and other 
fittings. 

Three weeks proved quite long enough for 
Joe to gain all the information he wanted, 
for the wicked tempter crept into his heart, 
and he thought how much better it would 
be to get on board to be a cabin-boy — ^in- 
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deed anytliing rather than work in the ship- 
yard ; besides, Joe had a great love for the 
marvellous, and he longed to see a country 
where, he had read, the ladies' feet are 
pinched up so small that they never grow 
large enough to walk upon. I cannot tell 
you how he managed it, but I am afraid he 
told a great mauy falsehoods, for the 
captain made very few inquiries, and at last 
agreed to take him. 

At the time the vessel was to sail. Widow 
Martin was working for a family about four 
miles distant, where she often stayed two 
or three days together. Thus Joe had only 
to keep his secret from his sister ; and so 
well did he manage it^ that Agnes never 
dreamt he was intending to run away to 
sea. 

The morning the Belted Will was to sail, 
Joe rose early, put on his best clothes, tied 
a few things in a bundle, and with his boots 
in his hand, crept quietly downstairs. The 
sun streamed into his mother's little kitchen. 
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and made the platters on tHe dresser look 
quite pretty. Joe's noggin was hanging 
up, so was Aggy's; and in the sun they 
winked and blinked like silver ; but without 
a glance on the things he had known from 
a baby, he walked off. 

Little did he know what was before him •' 
Joe walked out of the sunshine of his 
mother's dwelling, into the shadow of the 
wicked, wondrous world. 

Joe was at sea two days' before Agnes 
discovered what had become of him; and 
when her mbther returned, she could 
scarcely break the news to her, her grief 
was so violent. 

I cannot tell you how lonely those two 
kind hearts felt. I am sure, if Joe had only 
taken the trouble to thinks he would not 
have caused such sorrow to so kind a 
mother. 

Agnes was very fond of her brother, and 
could not bring herself to believe that he 
had gone far ; and when a few weeks had 
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calmed her grief^ she took care of all Joe 
had been fond of^ that he might see^ when 
he came back^ that he had not been for- 
gotten. Week after week passed away^ and 
she tended his bed of red daisies^ but no 
Joe came ; and when the summer was gone^ 
and the snow came and covered his daisies 
with a white mantle^ she began to lose 
hope. 

I told yon Agnes was a good girl. She 
was kind and gentle^ and such qualities 
enabled her to conceal her own grief for 
the sake of hor mother. She knew that 
Joe's conduct was a great sorrow to her 
only parent; and though Widow Martin 
seldom spoke of it^ Agnes tried^ by every 
means in her power, to make her forget hep 
loss. 

The neighbours did not follow Agnes's 
example at first. 

'Ah !' they would say, 'you never would 
believe us, Mrs. Martin. We always told 
you this would happen ; we always said he 
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would be a heart-break to you. Yoa were 
too good to bim ; you spared the rod/ 

And tben tbe widow would answer 
through her tears : 

^It^s the greatest consolation I have to 
know the only rod I ever used was kind- 
ness. I trust such kindness may bring him 
back.' 

But when all her neighbours saw her 
cheek grew pale^ and her dark hair, neatly 
braided under her cap^ was streaked with 
silver, they did as Agnes did— they tried to 
make her forget it. 

Agnes missed Joe very much, more, I 
think, on Sunday than any other day. She 
missed him at Mass, and at the Catechism, 
and in the afternoon, when she read to her 
mother, for the two children were accus- 
tomed to pass the Sunday reading; and 
Agnes wondered, when she saw his empty 
chair, if he would ever come back to fill it ! 

Let us see how Joe got on. For the first 
few weeks, after his sickness had gone off, 
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Joe thonglit lie might like a seafaring life 
very well; but when they were far on their 
way^ and had to encounter storms and cold^ 
he repented. The captain and everyone on 
board seemed to grow harsh to him; he 
was ordered about by everybody ; he had 
coarse fare and rougher usage. He tried 
to please everyone, and succeeded in 
pleasing no one. Now much of this 
was Joe^s fancy. Joe thought he did a 
great deal, but he had idled away his time 
on land, and of course he did the same on 
board-ship ; but there was this difference ; 
on land he received only kind words ; on 
board-ship he got many a smart cut with a 
thick rope. 

Joe's spirits broke down entirely long 
before he reached the land where the small- 
footed ladies are; but I must tell you some- 
thing that happened on the way. Joe began 
to think in his own mind that he had done 
wrong, and thus brought evil upon himself ; 
and he determined if possible to do the best 
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he could^ and act well towards everyone. 
Now tliis was not an easy task^ for as no 
one on board-ship knew anything of the 
kindness Joe had always received at home^ 
they never troubled themselves about him ; 
so that if he did right they took no notice of 
him^ and if he did wrong they treated him 
in such a manner that Joe generally crept 
to some comer where he could have a good 
cry undisturbed. 

One Sunday, in one of such crying fits, 
Joe crept down to the cabin where the 
sailors slept, and drawing out his pocket-» 
handkerchief, he felt something which had 
been there since he left home; in the pocket 
of his best jacket was his little book of 
hymns ! He opened it, and saw this little 
hymn first : 

^ Satan, the world, and sin 

Entice me from my Qod, 
Tempt me to leave the heavenly path 
And tread the downward road.' 

Yes, this was quite true. Satan had indeed 
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tempted him. Wliat would he not give to 
be sitting at his mother's side now ! 

Poor Joe ! in his trembling fingers the 
leaves turned over, ai^ he saw : 

' Poor and needy though I be, 
God Almighty cares for me !' 

He had sung the hymn at school a hundred 
times, but had never noticed it before. 
Kindness does more for some hearts than 
sternness ; and when Joe thought of all the 
sorrow he had brought on his best friends, 
and that Qtod so cared for him, he was 
quite overpowered ; he buried his face in his 
hands, and wept bitterly. 

One hammock was not slung up. Joe had 
often noticed it, but had no idea it contained 
an occupant. As he sobbed it moved, and 
a rough hand caught hold of the side, and 
the pale face of a sailor was raised above. 

' What's all that crying for V asked the 
sailor* 

* I am very sorry I disturbed you, sir. I 

4 
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did not know there was anyone in that 
hammock/ 

The sailor stared hard at Joe. 

*' Haven't you heard them speak of Paul 
Brown's accident ? A great beam of wood 
fell on me/ 

^ Yes, sir,' Joe answered. ^ Are you Mr. 
Brown V 

^ Yes. What's your name V 

^ Joseph Martin.' 

*Well, Joe Martin/ said the sailor, 
' what's all that crying for ?' 

Joe looked up at the sailor, and liked his 
face. It was not handsome, but there was 
so much kindness in it that Joe felt relieved. 
The longer he looked the more he liked it ; 
and Joe thought it might be that sickness 
had softened him, for his voice, although a 
sailor, was quite gentle and low. 

*Why don't you answer? What's the 
reason of all that crying Y 

'Because,' said Joe— 'because I am 
miserable.' 
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^Miserable/ said the sailor, ^really 
miserable V 

Joe only nodded Us head. 

' Ah ! I see,' said the sailor, taking Joe's 
nod for an answer, and speaking to himself 
loud enough for Joe to hear : '^ doesn't like 
ship-life; not strong in body; run away 
from friends ; used him badly at home : it's 
the oldj old story/ 

' They didn't,' screamed Joe in a passion 
of tears, as if the sailor had struck an in- 
visible arrow in his heart — 'they didn't; 
they used me kindly at home. I never 
knew what cruelty meant — ^there !' 

'Then what makes you sob like that?' 
inquired the sailor. 

' That makes me cry ! I had nothing 
but kindness at home I' said Joe, with a 
passionate slap on his hymn-book. 

The passionate cry and movement made 
the sailor stare so sternly, that Joe felt 
quite confused. After two or three nods 
and sighs the sailor lay back in his ham- 

4—2 
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mock. Joe's fit was not over^ and he cried 
and sobbed bitterly^ and really seemed to 
be what he said he was — miserable. When 
his storm of passion had passed^ and he was 
calmed by reading some of his hymns^ the 
sailor again looked oyer his hammock. 

'Joe Martin^' he said^ 'it's a dreadful ! 

thing to be one's own enemy^ although it is 
a consolation to know those we love have 
had nothing to do in making our miseries; 
but unthankful hearts and bad tempers 
always prove their own enemies. But trust 
your story to me, boy. Maybe I can help 
you. Captain Graham has been kind to me, 
and I know he will grant me any favour 
I ask: only let me see how I can help 

you.' 

Joe did tell his tale to the sick sailor, 
and I am glad to inform my little readers 
that he told all truly, not sparing himself, 
but telling how he had been rebellious and 
disobedient to the best of mothers, how he 
had always been too idle to be any help to 



The Bod that bore Bloaaoma. 53 

lier^ and how, if his life were spared, he 
would make amends for his bad conduct to 
her. 

' And was she kind, Joe V 

Joe's voice trembled as he answered : 

' Oh, she was kind, Mr. Brown 1 
Thousands of things I never thought of 
then come to me now. She was never 
harsh to me. She nbveb used a bod !' 

' Do you think she would care much when 
she heard of your flight V Paul asked. 

Then Joe told Paul that he knew his 
mother would never know happiness unless 
he were spared to return to her; that he 
never knew how great her love was, but 
that he knew it now. He told Paul, in a 
low tone, of his father's melancholy death, 
and that he was the only son his widowed 
mother had. 

' Now, Joe Martin,' said Paul, earnestly, 
' will you do all in your power to prove a 
comfort to your mother if you live to 
return V 
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in the right path/ remarked Paul; 'and 
there is no sunshine for the wicked/ 

Why did Paul talk of sunshine, and why 
did Joe's thoughts wander to his mother's 
pretty little kitchen, and his own and Aggy's 
noggins hanging up and looking in the sun 
like silver ? Because the picture of that 
sunny morning came to his heart like a sor- 
rowful lesson. 

Joe grew very fond of Paul Brown, and I 
do not wonder at it, for he not only gave 
him good advice, but he gave him Christian 
comfort. How precious that comfort is ! 
Money may bring us worldly comfort, but 
it will not purchase Christian love. A few 
consoling words spoken to us in our 
moments of sorrow, sink into our hearts, 
and the kind tone seems never to be for- 
gotten. Why do we not all speak consoling 
words to the weary and down-hearted ? The 
poorest of us can do this : we do not require 
money to make us Christians. Our Saviour 
was poor, poorer than any of us, yet what 



56 The Rod that bore Bloasoma, 

everlasting comfort He has given us ! He 
says He lias left ns His peace^ which the 
world can never take away. He says : ' Let 
not your heart be troubled, neither let it be 
afraid/ What joy those words bring us ! 
Can anything in this world ever bring us 
such? 

Captain Graham allowed Joe to see Paul 
Brown for a little while every day ; and those 
few moments were a very great benefit to 
Joe Martin. The voyage proved long and 
tedious, even though Paul was so good to 
him, and he longed more and more to reach 
China; but he did not gain that far-oS 
country so easily as he thought he should, 
for one morning when he wenb on deck he 
saw a yellow flag floating from the mast- 
head, and when he asked one of the sailors 
the meaning of it, he whispered that there 
was a fever on board, and the flag was 
hoisted to warn other ships of the danger. 

Joe went on very well for a little while, 
when all at once he fell like a stone. The 
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sailors lifted him tenderly, and carried Hm 
to his hammock, for they knew that he, too, 
was smitten with the dreadful malady. 

Days and weeks passed away, and still 
Joe lay unconscious of all around him. His 
disturbed imagination, heightened as it was 
by the raging fever, presented strange scenes 
before him. Sometimes he thought he was 
at home working in his garden, and once he 
saw all his beautiful red daisies turn milk- 
white; and while looking at them in astonish- 
ment, they changed from flowers to a band 
of white-robed children, and these children 
smiled at him and gradually melted into 
air, while poor Joe^s thin hands entreated 
them to stay. ' Oh, my daisies, my 
little white children, stay with me! I 
bought you — ^you are mine — ^indeed you 
are ! Oh, my daisies, don't leave me here 
alone !' and then his anguish was terrible to 
see. Sometimes he thought he was sitting 
by his mother's side, and when he thought 
her hand was on his head, he would smile 
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and murmur tlie magic name of ' mother/ 
Then Joe thought that his constant com- 
panion was a dove with large silver-lined 
wings, who, when his lips were hot and dry, 
and his tongue parched, came to his bedside, 
and folding its white wings over him, gave 
him a delicious cool drink that calmed him 
in a few moments. 

How long he lay in this dreamy state he 
never knew; but when consciousness re- 
turned^ Joe looked about him, and saw he 
was no longer in the ship. He was lying 
in a long dark room; on each side were 
ranged a few miserable beds, and from the 
roof hung a small, dull oil-lamp. Joe felt 
he had had the fever • but where, he asked 
himself, was Captain Graham ? Where was 
Paul Brown? What had become of the 
ship ? As he turned uneasily in his efforts 
to look around, he heard a light step, and a 
Sister of St. Vincent of Paul approached him 
with a sweet smile, and pressed a crucifix to 
his lips, which he reverently kissed. 
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'You feel better now/ she said, as slie 
gave him a cooling draught, which he 
gratefully swallowed. 

Ah ! she must have been the dove that 
Joe saw, and her large cap must have been 
the silver-lined wings, she was so gentle ! 
When the good Sister saw that Joe was 
sufficiently recovered to support a conversa- 
tion, she related all that had taken place 
during his iUness. Among other things, she 
told him that Father Yillard had seen him 
several times, and would soon come again. 

I am glad to inform my readers that Joe 
was always thinhing. All the sailor had 
taught him was well remembered : all the de- 
lightful Bible-stories were gone over in his 
mind, till he felt sure he could repeat them 
all to Aggy, if ever he reached home. One 
day, as he was repeating to the Sister : 

* Poor and needy though I be, 
God Almighty cares for me ; 
Gives me clothing, shelter, food ; 
Gives me all I have of good,' 

a kind voice exclaimed : 
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' Where is the BngKsh boy V 

Joe raised his hands with a sharp cry — ^f or 
he could not sit up without assistance — and 
two gentlemen went forward. Joe saw that 
he who had spoken was the priest, and 
taking Joe's hands in his, he pressed them 
tenderly. The other gentleman was a 
Chinese, and although he knew English, he 
spoke it so strangely, that Joe could scarcely 
understand a word he said. 

^And do you feel better, Joe Martin?' 
said the priest. 

' Yes, thank yon, Father ; but I cannot 
get up yet, I am so weak.' 

^ So you will bef or some little time yet,' said 
Father Villard, cheerfully. ^ And now, Joe 
Martin, I will tell you how I know your 
name, and all about you. I am a missionary, 
and for some years past have preached the 
blessed Word in many far-o£E lands^ and I 
am now going back to my own. I know 
Captain Gfraham, and when I met him in 
this place he told me all your history. Now^ 
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Joe^ tliis dunese gentleman is good and 
kind^ and as I cannot wait till you are suffi- 
ciently recovered for a voyage home^ lie has 
promised to take care of you till you are 
strong enough. I have brought you Paul 
Brown's Bible for a keepsake. He has 
quite got over his accidentj and has set sail 
with Captain Graham.' 

It is nearly four years since the Belted 
Will sailed^ for the first time^ out of the 
harbour. The daisies are all blooming in 
Joe^s garden. The sun is streaming into 
his mother's kitchen^ just as it did on the 
morning of his departure, and Joe is sitting 
by his mother's side, a happy, well-to-do 
lad. While his mother places her hand on 
the opeti Book on his knee, she says : 

' Joe, wheti I feel you again at my side, I 
cannot elpress my thankfulness ; and when 
I see all the comforts you have placed round, 
ine, I have not words to thank you, my noblei 
son.' 
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' Mother/ lie answers, ' this is the fruit of 
all your goodness. Don't thank me, for I 
can't bear it. I was a wicked, wayward, 
idle boy. Your gentle nature and good 
example came to me like some sweet in- 
fluence, and when God saw fit to send His 
chasteni)ig rod, your love and kindness 
came to my memory stronger than ever. lb 
was your "rod/' my mother, '^that bore 
blossoms." ' 





PATENCE AND IMPATIENCE. 

•!• 

T was a bright morning in spring. 
The trees were budding their 
green leaves; the birds were 
singing gaily; everything looked bright 
and happy : but nothing could look gayor^ 
and no one feel happier, than Charley 
Gibbs. Mrs. Gibbs had promised to take 
him for a walk by the seaside^ and Charley 
had been looking^ from his schoolroom 
window^ at the broad and beautiful sea. The 
sun glittered on its surface till it seemed 
sprinkled with diamonds^ and the ships that 
passed^ with all their white sails spread^ 
looked like wandering birds. 

' Oh, Miss Grant/ cried Charley, ' I do so 
love the sea I' 
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' I am sure you do/ replied his goyerness; 
'but if you trifle away your time at the 
window, you will not get through with 
your lessons, and lose your walk as well/ 

Then Charley went to his books in good 
earnest ; he said all his lessons very well, 
worked a long sum besides, which gave his 
governess great pleasure, and wishing her 
good-morning, ran upstairs to his mother^s 
dressing-room. 

'I am quite ready now, if you please, 
mother,^ said he, as he bounded into the 
room. 

'I am sorry to disappoint you,' Mrs. 
Gibbs replied, ' but I am afraid to venture, 
as I am sure we shall be caught in the 
tain.' 

' Bain ! Oh no, mother, no, no V cried 
Charley. * I am sure it will not rain. Look 
how the sun shines I hark how the birds are 
singing! Oh, pray come, mother!' and 
Charley perfectly danced with impatience. 

'The sun shining and the birds singing 
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are nothing to go by at this season of the 
year; and look there^ Charley!' said his 
mother^ drawing him to the window. ' Do 
you see that dark cloud above the cli£E? 
As soon as it comes near it will fall/ 

' Will it ? Pall where V asked Charley. 

' Why, on us/ answered Mrs. Gibbs, ' for 
we shall be drenched in such a shower.' 

' I don't care for the cloud, and I don't 
care for the rain/ said the impatient Charley^ 
through his tears. ' I don't care for any- 
thing but the walk you promised me down 
on the shore.' 

I am sorry to inform you, my dear 
children, that, although Charley was a very 
nice little boy, yet he was such a pet with 
his mother that he was a little spoilt. He 
was very naughty when he could not have 
his own way ; and it is tiresome when little 
children want to do as they like. They must 
learn that those who are older know what 
is best for them. Although Mrs. Oibbs 
loved Charley, she wanted to cure him of 

5 
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being self-willed and impatient ; so she told 
liim to put on his cap^ and in a few minutes 
they started for their walk. 

Charley ran about the sands in high glee. 
He caught two or three stray shrimps, and 
found some pretty white shells lined with a 
delicate pink colour, which he put in his 
pocket to show to his governess. He watched 
the waves tumbling one over the other with 

their crests of snowy foam, and listened to 
the hissing and murmuring they made, and 
he thought how terrible it must be for the 
poor sailors, far away from home and friends, 
obliged to toil in the storms when the 
waves were &r higher than the waves he 
saw. 

* Mother,' he said, ' I should not like to 
be 9* sailor. I should be afraid/ 

Mrs. Oibbs told Charley that no one ought 
to have more fear at sea than on land, for 
the same God watches over all. She told 
him how the disciples in the boat awoke our 
Saviour and cried that they were sinking'; 
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but when our Saviour rebuked the winds 
and waveSj at His bidding they became calm. 
She also asked Charley if he remembered 
the disciple who walked on the waves to 
Jesus, and growing afraid in the midst of 
the angry waters, he found himself sinking, 
and cried aloud for help; and Jesus, re- 
buking him for his want oi faith, stretched 
forth His hand, and saved him. 

Charley was silent for some moments : he 
was thitiking in his hearb that if Peter had 
not doubted, if he had not been afraid, he 
would not have gone down in the troubled 
billows ; so Charley said, very earnestly : 

' Mother, in the wildest, darkest night / 
will not be afraid.' 

Mrs. Gibbs then repeated a little song 
that she thought Charley might like. 

1?HB WAVES. 

They are coming, mother, coming, 
And they kiss the golden shore, 

As every wave seems running 
StiU faster than before. 

5—2 
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They have washed away the houses 

I built up in my play, 
They have filled up all the hollows 

Where I spent this happy day. 

They are lovely in the sunlight 
With all their sparkling foam, 

£ut I dread to hear at midnight 
Their moaning in the storm. 

Then I think of the disciple, 
How he feared the stormy wave ; 

How Christ upon the waters 
Stretched forth His hand to save. 

Then I h&ye faith j dear mother, 

And I pray to understand. 
To Him who holds the ocean 

In the hollow of His hand ! 

Charley thanked his mother, who would 
have repeated more of her little songs, but 
the dark cloud had come over them, and 
heavy drops of rain fell immediately. Mrs. 
Gibbs sheltered Charley as well as she could, 
but the cold rain beat against his bare legs, 
and running fast tired him so much — indeed 
he was so cold and wet and miserable that 
he burst into a passion of tears, and wished 
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a thousand times he had taken his mother's 
advice and stayed at home. 

There was a pleasant country road behind 
the cliffs^ where stood a neat little cottage, 
and to this spot Mrs. Gibbs hastened as 
quickly as she could. Mrs. Goodyear^ the 
cottager^ was a smiling^ good-tempered 
woman. She invited Mrs. Gibbs to enter her 
parlour^ where there was a large fire^ and 
begged her to dry Charley's clothes. 

' Pray, good dame, how is your little in- 
valid getting on — ^I mean the little boy from 
London V Mrs. Gibbs asked. 

^ He is doing nicely, ma'am, thank you/ 
replied the good woman. ' The young lady 
is getting quite proud of his returning 
strength; and really, ma'am, if you had 
seen him at first, you could not have thought 
he would live a week. Bless him ! he's so 
patient — ^so patient that it is quite a pleasure 
to speak to him ! Ah ! he would give some- 
thing to have your bright, rosy cheeks. 
Master Charles^ and your stout limbs to run 
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about/ she added, ^ for ho has not been out- 
side the door for two months/ 

Two months! Charley felt his cheeks 
burn with shame, for he thought thej still 
bore the trace of his selfish tears. 

Mrs. Goodyear informed her visitor that 
she had no doubt the sick boy and his sister 
would be glad to see her, and as Mrs. Gibbs 
felt greatly interested, she said she would 
see them, Mrs. Goodyear led the way up- 
stairs, and ushered them into a dull, plainly- 
furnished room ; but neither advanced, for 
they saw that the young lady had fallen 
asleep beside the bed. Her fair curls were 
straggling over the counterpane, and the 
sick child, to amuse himself, was gathering 
them, one by one, together. 

^ Hush !' he said to Charley, who went 
forward. ^ Don't wake Mary, for I coughed 
so last night, that I don't think she had any 
sleep.' 

But even the slight whispers woke the 
watchful Mary^ who looked up, and see- 
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ing Mrs. Gibbs, went forward to receive 
her. 

Whilst Mrs. Gibbs and Mary; conversed^ 
Charley was entertained by little Joe Camp- 
bell, for the lonely invalid was happy to see 
him. He had seen no one bnt the good 
doctor for a long time. 

' Do you like ships and railway engines V 
Joey asked ; and Charley said : 

' Yes/ 

So Joey drew a small tray from behind 

his pillow, and on it were two of the prettiest 
engines that Charley had ever seen, and a 

little ship, full-rigged. Charley was per- 
fectly delighted, they were so pretty. The 
engines were made of card-board gummed 
together, and very nicely painted. But if 
Charley was delighted at the sight, you may 
be sure he was much more so when Joey 
informed him that he had made them him- 
self, and told him the names of the different 
parts of the engine. Then Joey showed him 
the little ship he had rigged himself. He 
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explained to Cliarley how the saflors reef 
the sails^ and mentioned the names of the 
ship's gear ; so that Charley learned more 
from Joey in those few moments than he 
had ever known before. 

Although Charley Gibbs was a spoilt child, 
yet he was kind-hearted, and he felt very sad 
when he thought of Joey's long illness. He 
could hardly bear to look at his large eyes, 
and his poor thin hands : oh, so very thin^ 
that Charley wondered how such tiny 
fingers could make such pretty things. 

f Who is that lady V Joey asked, in a 
whisper. 

' She is my mother,' answered Charley. 

' I have no father and no mother,' whis- 
pered Joey. 'They are both dead;' and 
when he said this he shook his head so 
sadly, that Charley felt as if he could have 
hidden his face and cried bitterly. 'I 
thought I should have died too, but the 
doctor says, when all the cold windi have 
passed a/way, and the summer sun comes, I 
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shall get well again. ' Mary is very happy 
because I am getting better. She is going 
to take me to the seaside to sail my little 
ship. Ton would be glad too, would you 
not, if you had been shut up so long V 

' Oh yes,' answered Charley, ' I am sure I 
should.' 

'And then, in the morning early I feel 
very lonely,' continued Joey, 'for I wake 
long before anyone is up, and I have no one 
to speak to. Sometimes the birds chirp at 
my window, and I am glad, for the little 
things seem to speak to me, and they make 
me feel quite cheerful Oh, I am so thank- 
ful I am getting better !' 

Mrs. Gibbs then went forward and said, 
in kind tones, that Joey must not talk any 
more, or he would feel worse ; but she pro- 
mised that Charley should come very 
often with her to see him. The two boys 
thanked her very much, they were so 
pleased. 

Charley saw that Joey's breathing was 
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very painful to him; Ids eyes were brighter, 
and over his cheeks there was such a deli- 
cate pink glow, that he thought of the 
pretty shells he had in his pocket. 

When Charley arrived home he was 
thoughtful and silent, for he could not 
help thinking of poor sick Joe. At dinner 
Mrs. Gibbs related to Miss Grant all about 
their visit to the cottage ; and then they 
asked Charley what the little invalid had 
said to him, and why he was so silent. 

^ Mother, I was very happy this morning, 
and now I am very sad. I cannot help 
thinking of Joe. I have you and father 
and everything I can wish for, and Joey has 
nothing and no one to love him but his kind 
sister Mary j' and Charley drew his stool to 
her feet, and. laid his head in her lap to 
hide his tears. 

'Charley,^ said Mrs. Gibbs, 'although 
Joey has none of your comforts, he is not 
unhappy ; he is very cheerful.' 

' Oh yes, mother,' replied Charley: 'he 
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is so good !' And then Charley related to his 
mother all that Joey had said j and when he 
came to the part where Joey said his only 
companions were the birds^ and how glad he 
should be to get out after being shut up 
three months, Charley's tears broke forth 
afresh. ' Mother,' he said, ' how naughty I 
was to cry this morning, only because I 
thought I could not go out — I, who have a 
nice walk every day !' 

Mrs. Gibbs was delighted to find her little 
boy had been made aware of his selfish- 
ness, and trusted that Charley and Joey 
would prove excellent friends. She knew 
all about Joey, for the gentle Mary had con- 
fided to her the story of their sorrow. Their 
father and mother had both died of fever, 

I 

and they were located with Mrs. Goodyear 
until such time as Joey's recovery would 
allow them to take up their residence with 
an uncle and aunt, 

Mrs. Gibbs was a tender-hearted woman, 
and felt sincerely for the orphan children. 
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She determined in her own mind to await 
the retnm of her husband to consalt with him 
about JoeT, for she thought if he could stay 
with Charley for awhile it would aid his re- 
covery^ for cheerful company often does an 
invalid a j^reat deal of good ; besides^ she 
was not blind to Charley's fa^ults, and she 
felt sure the sick boy's amiable disposition 
would tend greatly to soothe her self-willed^ 
passionate child. I daresay you can imagine 
how pleased Charley, was when he heard his 
kind mother promise that Joey should stay 
with him. 

Mr. Gibbs was on his way from India, 
whither he was often obliged to go on busi- 
ness. Mrs. Gibbs had been there too^ so 
had Charley, but he could remember nothing 
about it^ as he was quite a little baby at the 
time. His mother often amused him with 
her description of the manners and customs 
of the Hindoo people. 

Charley longed very much for his father's 
return. Time passes slowly enough if we 
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watch it, but very quickly if we employ our- 
selves usefully; so you may be sure that 
they are the happiest and wisest people who 
spend their time industriously. 

At last Mr. Gibbs reached his happy home 
once more^ and I cannot relate to you how 
overjoyed Mrs. Gibbs and Charley were. 
Tou know best, little children who read 
this story, how pleased you were when your 
father came back. Well, Charley felt the 
same as you did ; and now you know how 
great his joy was. It was a happy day for 
everybody when Charley informed his sick 
friend that his father had returned. Joey 
felt sure he would like him, as he had heard 
so much in his praise from Mrs. Goodyear, 
who said ' he had such a kind heart that 
everybody loved him/ 

The 'cold winds' that Joey mentioned 
passed away, and the /summer sun' came 
again. It went with its beautiful beams 
into the hedges, and tinted all the sweet 
wild roses; it went into the fields, and 
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clothed with a golden robe the waving corn 

that was to be bread for thousands j it went 

on to the ocean till it looked like a lake of 

molten gold^ like the sea mentioned in 

Scripture, where : 

'The angels cast their golden crowns upon the 
glassy sea ;' 

it went into the prison, so that the poor 
captive could hopefully say, ' God gives His 
blessings to rich and poor alike / yes, and 
the summer sun crept even into *ick Joe's 
chamber, and gave health to his cheeks, and 
strength to his limbs. How much the 
beautiful sun does for all ! 

Many pleasant mornings passed away 
down on the seashore^ and Mr. Gibbs took 
every opportunity of instructing and amusing 
the children. 

I am glad to inform my little readers that 
Charley was gradually cured of selfishness 
and impatience, for Joey's long imprison- 
ment in his lonely room taught him that 
health was a boon for which he had never. 
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until now^ been tliankf al ; and Joe's patient^ 
desolate Ufe during the years of Ids orpban 
childhood showed Charley that he had been 
most ungrateful for all his blessings. 

As the days grew longer Joey regained 
strength ; and when midsummer came^ he 
was invited to stay with Charley. This was 
a great changOj and the two boys became so 
attached to each other that^ when Charley 
was sent to college, Joey's guardian said he 
could see no reason why Joey should not 
learn under the same masters. 

If any of my little readers would like to 
know what became of them when they grew 
to be men^ I can tell them that Charley was 
clever and industrious^ and of great use to 
his own country ; and Joe^ who had made 
such pretty little engines when he lay so 
patiently in bed in the lonely little cottage 
behind the cliffs^ went to India. There, in 
that very land Mr. Gibbs had so often men- 
tioned^ he laid down railways^ to the great 
wonder of the poor black people. Now 
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many a steam-engine maj be seen puffing 
along^ like some panting monster, on the 
very rails Joe Campbell has laid down. 

It was well Charley was cured of selfish- 
ness and impatience, for no one can expect 
to be happy who does not try to overcome 
such feelings. Do you think people would 
have loved Charley Gibbs so much if he had 
not tried ? 

Life is indeed given to every little boy 
and girl for some great purpose, and if you 
do not try to conquer your evil passions, and 
perfect yourselves in the good ones, you will 
not be such useful people in the world as 
Charley and Joey were. Eemember, you 
have some great work to perform; think 
what that task must be; wear a gentle 
heart, a contented mind, and set about your 
work bravely. You will be repaid a thousand- 
fold, for such conduct wiU ensure your ever- 
lasting happiness, and 'guide your feet into 
the way of peace/ 




THE BROTHER'S GRATE. 

A TRDE STORT, 

KIHN the north of England, on the 
raS Sn western coast, standing quite 
~' alone on the seashore is a mined 

tower. It is about a stone's throw from the 
sea, bnt on wild nights the waves are known 
to dash their spray on the cmmbling walls. 
Tonrists consider the view from that tower 
very charming. To the right rise the hills of 
Scotland, looking, in the 5Qnlight,like grand 
piles of pnrple velvet. Par out, eway to the 
left, is the Isle of Man, which lies on the 
sea like a small green bead. There is a 
melancholy story connected with tbe tower, 
and my little readers shall have it just as 
6 



82 The BroUieT^a Grave. 

Minnie Douglas Iieard it from old Dan 
Bay. 

There was not a more indifferent, idle girl 
in all tlie town than Minnie Douglas. She 
never cared for pleasing anyone except her- 
self, and was, consequently, never cheerful. 
Minnie had neither father nor mother. She 
lived with her aunt, who, with a loving 
hand, gave her aU she required or could wish 
for. Miss Elvin, her governess, was kind 
and gentle, and tried all that was in her 
power to soften her temper, but in vain. 
Minnie was always unhappy. With all 
Minnie's faults, she had a good heart ; and 
when she heard the story of the tower, she 
became an altered girl. This is how it 
happened. 

I told you Minnie was idle, and therefore 
always miserable ; and one evening, as she 
walked along the shore, now drying her 
weeping eyes, and now looking at Dan, she 
thought he must feel quite as sad and lonely 
as she did; and she wondered, moreover. 
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why lie always sat beside the tower. She 
knew him well by name and sight; so 
leaving Miss Blvin to ponder over her book, 
she made her way up to him, and climbing 
over the rongh stones, she sat down beside 
him. Minnie laid' her hand gently on his 
arm. 

'Do you know anything of this tower, 
Dan Ray V she asked. 

Dan turned a pleasant face to her. 

' Do you wish to know about this tower, 
my child ?' 

' Yes,' answered Minnie. ^ What was it 
built for ? What is it ?' 

The old man turned his head to the 
golden west for a few moments; then 
calmnly said : 

'This tower — what is it? It is my 
brother^s grave/ 

' Oh, sir/ exclaimed Minnie, breathlessly, 
' is he huHed here V 

' Yes, my child, he is indeed huried here.' 

He turned his gaze again to the flood of 

6—2 
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light in the west^ and seemed to forget 
Minnie sat at his side. After a little silence 
she gained courage^ and said : 

' Will you tell me about it, Dan V 

The old man looked round at her^ and 
seeing she was likely to prove an attentive 
listener, he answered : 

^ Young lady, the story' of this tower is 
short and sad ; but as it may interest you, as 
well as make upon your mind a lasting im- 
pression of the proper value of life, I will 
relate it. 

' Upwards of seventy years ago, in a green 
lane not more than three minutes' walk from 
this spot, stood a row of small cottages, one 
of which was the abode of my parents. 
Their family consisted of my brother Ked, 
my sister Maggie, Willie (an orphan cousin 
my parents had adopted), and myself. There 
were no two people more respected than my 
father and mother. They were steady, 
quiet people. My father, though a quick, 
passionate man, was an upright character, 
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and my mother was sweefc-tempered and 
gentle. 

^ At the time of which I am now speaking, 
this tower was the entrance to a large coal- 
mine. My father, brother, and cousin were 
employed here as miners. Our home was a 
happy one, for, as my father brought all his 
earnings home, we were enabled to live more 
comfortably than some of our neighbours. 
I was very young then, but I can remember 
how hard my father worked. Any leisure 
time he had he employed in instructing my 
brother, sister, and cousin ; for they were 
far beyond me in years. It was my mother's 
custom, ever since I can remember, to write 
a text from Scripture, or some useful 
remark, every morning; and it was as 
natural for me to look up at the slate over 
the kitchen mantel-shelf as it was for me to 
eat my breakfast.' 

^ Then you could read, Mr. Ray V asked 
Minnie. 

' Yes, my dear, I could read all the simple 
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parts, but when I came to difficult words, I 
spelt them out, and my mother explained 
their meaning. Well, I loved those texts, 
for somehow they seemed to wind through 
my daily life, just as threads of gold are 
woven in a coarse, homely garment. There 
could be no kinder brother than our Ned. 
He looked upon me as a little piece of pro- 
perty belonging to himself ; and in order to 
encourage me to read, he used to write on 
little slips of paper and put them under my 
pillow. 

'One sunny morning I slept long and 
soundly, till, half awake, I seemed to hear 
a sobbing sound from below, I rose with a 
start : yes, it was some one weeping ! and 
without a thought I rushed from my bed, 
flew downstairs, passed through the kitchen, 
and there, on the grass-plot, sat Maggie, 
with her face buried in her lap ; her hands 
were clasped round her knees, and she 
rocked herself to and fro with a wailing 
sound that was piteous to hear. Maggie's 
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appearance was notlxing to be compared to 
my mother's. She sat upon a low stool, 
with her hands clasped, and her face looked 
cold and rigid ; and when I bounded towards 
her crying : '^ What is the matter, mammy 
— ^what is the matter ?" she moved her lips, 
which were perfectly colourless; but no 
sound came. My wild scream at such an 
unusual sight aroused Maggie, who started 
up, seized me by the hand, and hurried me 
is my little room, where, amid all her grief, 
she helped me to dress. Her distress was 
so great, that I dared not ask her the cause, 
but determined, as soon as I was dressed, 
to call upon our neighbour, next door. In 
passing through the kitchen, on my way 
out, my eyes rested on my poor mother's 
text, which was : " Except the Lord build 
the house, they labour in vain that build it.'' 
'Mrs. Benson, our next-door neighbour, 
was a kind woman, and always consoled me 
in my childish troubles ; but when I looked 
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between the flower-pots in the window^ and 
saw her leaning on the table with her head 
buried in her hands, I felt her grief must be 
like my mother's. I passed up the whole 
row of cottages, and they all seemed filled 
with woe. Then I thought of that dreadful 
night in Egypt, when the destroying angel, 
without a sound from its fatal wings, pressed 
its seal of death on the lips of all the first' 
bom! 

' At last I saw Joe Elliot. His eyes wqf e 
swollen with weeping, and with a fresh burst 
of grief at the sight of me, he said : » 

' *' Dan, what did you read on the wall 
this morning V 

* " Joe,'^ said I, not heeding his question, 
'' something dreadful has happened : what 
is it ?" 

' I trembled violently, and Joe, seeing I 
knew nothing, grasped me by the arm and 
said, in a terrible whisper: 

' " Dan, the sea broke into the mine this 
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moming and drowned all the miners. God 
lielp them, for we shall never get them oat 
of the tower now V* ' 

' Oh, Mr. Ray/ sobbed Minnie, ' I never 
knew this tower was the grave of so many' 
kind hearts T' 

' If Joe had not held me,' continued old 
Bay, ' I should have fallen j but Joey was a 
good boy, and tried to persuade me that this 
calamity was wisely ordained by One who 
knows all things best. 

' After my violent grief had subsided a 
little, Joe again asked what my mother had 
written on the wall, and I repeated, through 
my sobs : *' Except the Lord build the 
house, they labour in vain that build 
it/' 

* " Ah ! that is true — that is true I'' said 
he^ wringing his hands. " It means,'' said 
Joe, who was a good deal my senior, " that 
it is useless to lay up for ourselves treasures 
on earth, for time destroys all ; but we 
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must labour for the ' house not mad^ with 
hands/ ^^ 

' So solemnly and reverently did he say 
this to me^ that I loved and trusted him 
more than ever. After a little while, I 
agreed to see if my brother Ned had put 
any message under my pillow. Yes, it was 
there I' 

Dan Bay took out a pocket-book, from 
which he drew a slip of paper, and handed 
ifc to Minnie. The ink was very faded, but 
it was neatly written : ' The Lord shall pre- 
serve thy going out and thy coming in, from 
this time forth, and even for evermore/ 

Minnie's tears flowed fast as she returned 
the paper. 

' How you must love the last words your 
brother wrote !' she said. 

'Yes, my dear child; and you would 
hardly believe what a comfort this paper 
was to my mother. She felt sure that the 
Lord would preserve them, and that they 
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were in His keeping '' even for evermore." 
The sun is fast settings' continned Dan^ 
pointing to the west, which looked now like 
a sea of molten gold, ' and my sun is setting 
too; and when I pass away, I trust I shall 
feel then, as I feel now, that the Lord has 
preserved me '^ even for evermore." ' 

When Minnie Douglas left Dan Ray that 
evening, she was a different girL She 
turned and looked at the lonely little tower, 
and felt the littleness of earthly hopes ; she 
looked at the good old man calmly sitting 
by the grave of those he loved so well, and 
prayed she might have his faith and resigna- 
tion. 

Minnie had always a smiling countenance 
now. A ray of light had gone to her heart;, 
and brought with it the wisdom of goodness. 
She seemed to know, to feel, there was 
something to live for. She was kind and 
useful to everybody; and when she saw 
people planning schemes for the future. 
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without a thought of the world to come^ she 
would tell them the story of the tower. 
Then they would feel, as we must all feel : 

' Unless the Lord doth build the housei 
The labour is in vain ; 
Unless the Lord the city keep, 
The watchmen wake in vain/ 



THE END, 
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Bertram Eldon. By M. A. Pennell, author of " Nellie 
Gordon." Cloth elegant, is. 

"tt is an important part of Catholic education to form com* 
passionate hearts. Indies, therefore, who will and caii write little 
books like ' Bertram Eldoii,' may hope to do mtich good thereby » 
for they are directly helping to inspire children with a love of the 
neglected poor, which will through after-life bear fruit in works of 
mercy." — The Month. " Most children so situated at the opening 
of life have opportunities they neglect, and we all learn a lesson 
from such a career as ' Bertie Eldon's.' " — Catholic Times. 

Bellevue and its Owners. By C. Pilley, 2S. 

"A family suffers a sudden reverse of fortune by the death of the 
father and the dishonesty of his agent. The Christian matron shows^ 
herself equal to the occasion, and her children find strength in her' 
example, derive benefit from adversity, and stniggle forward into 
happier times." — The Month. "A tale for the young. Its inci- 
dents are so arranged as to inculcate the practice of honesty and 
virtue, and a trust in the goodness of Providence. The juvenile 
mind will delight in it." — Catholic Times. 

The Dark Shadow. A Tale. 3s. 

" This is an edifying story, written with feeling and force. The 
characters and incidents are gathered from the life of one who eii* 
dured imprisonment ten years. The prisoner's fall has been deeply 
considered and made the occasion of a thrilling tale." — The Tablet, 
"A good Catholic book ; a fiction, but practical in its moral, and 
intended to stimulate true practical charity towards those who have 
suifered imprisonment after a fault." — New York Catholic Book News. 

Story of a Paper Knife. By Henrica Frederic, is. 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl j or Lost and Saved. 
By M. A. Pennell, 6d. 

A List of American Importations will be found 
page 20, and a List of Dramas ^ etc^ on pages 19 and 
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Bible Stories — Old Testament Series. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2S. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel. — The Ship of Safety. — The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — The Sabbath 
Breaker. — Achan. — ^The Child Prophet of Silo. — ^The Building of the 
Temple.— The Altar at Beth-El— The Repentance of Nineve. — 
The Furnace of Babylon. — ^The Prophecy of Malachias. 

The Siege and Conquest of Granada. Allah Akbar — 
God is Great. From the Spanish. By Mariana 
Monteiro. Cloth Arabesque, 3s. 6d. 

• • A highly interesting and romantic story. The book is hand- 
somely got up, and the Illustrations, which are from the pencil of a 
sister of Miss Monteiro, add much to the beauty of the volume.*' — 
Public Opinion. "The Moorish version of the siege and loss "of 
Granada, and may therefore be read in conjunction with Washinjg^- 
ton Irving's well-known story, principally derived, as he states, from 
the Catholic Historians." — The Bookseller, 

Gathered Gems from Spanish Authors. By Mariana 
Monteiro, author of "The Monk of the Mon- 
astery of Yuste.'* 3s. 

Contents : — The Rosary Bell — The Blind Organist of Seville — 
The Last Baron of Fortcastells — The Miserere of the Mountains — 
Three Reminiscences — A Legend of Italy —The Gnomes of Monccay 
— The Passion Flower — Recollections of an Artistic Excursion — ^The 
Laurel Wreath — The Witches of Trasmoz. 

"It is quite refreshing, in this matter-of-fact age, to meet with 
such genuine treasures of romance as have been here * gathered ' 
for our benefit by the discriminate zeal of the gifted authoress who 
has already introduced to the English public many welcome speci- 
mens of the literature of her fatherland. ' ' — Weekly Register. ' * Par- 
ticularly rich in pleasant stories of the purest morality." — /risk 
Monthly. " Pleasantly rendered into English." — Bookseller. "Of 
considerable beauty. . . . The high moral tone of it renders it far 
in advance of the majority of tales at the present day." — Public 
Opinion. "Stories of much grace and freshness." — University 
Magazine. 

The Last Days of the Emperor Charles V., the Monk 
of the Monastery of Yuste. An Historical 
Legend of the i6th century. From the Spanish, 
by Mariana Monteiro. 2s. 6d. 

" Written with a tenderness of lone and a freshness of style not 
often to be found in such records. ... A peculiar interest attaches 
to the tale." — Weekly Register. "It is well calculated to instruct 
and entertain the minds of young persons, since it is a tale of 
piety and also historical." — Tablet. "A very realistic picture of 
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the character of Charles in monastic repose. We have read every 
page of the volume with much pleasure." — Catholic Times. "The 
whole narrative just the sort that might be put in the hands of a 
boy or girl under sixteen with advantage. " — Public Ofinion. ' ' Well 
worthy of notice." — The Month. " An exceedingly mteresting his- 
torical legend. It will amply repay perusal." — Court Circular. 
" A powerfully told story." — Oxford University Herald. " An in- 
teresting picture. . . toldwith stately Spanish diction." — Guardian. 

The Battle of Connemara. By Kathleen O'Meara, 
author of "A Daughter of St. Dominick," "Life of 
Frederick Ozanam," " Life of Bishop Grant." 3s- 

" Everything else is but a sketch, compared with the Irish scenes, 
which are written con amore, and though not very highly coloured, are 
faithful to life." — Dublin Review. " A charming story, charmingly 
told." — Irish Monthly. "A good moral, a goiod plot, and good 
d\a\ogues.*''-'Pudlic Opinion. "A book which has interested us; 
in which others, we doubt not, will take much interest. " — Tablet. ' 'The 
sketch of the Holy Mass in the miserablethatched building is one 
of the most effective bits of description we have seen ; and this 
qortrayal of peasant life, privation, and faith is too accurate to be 
puestioned." — Catholic Times. "This interesting little tale." — 
The Month. 

Industry and Laziness. By Franz Hoffman. From 
the German, by James King. i2mo., 3s. 

"This is a capital story for boys. We can assure youthful 
readers that they will find much to attract them in this adventurous 
story." — Weekly Register. "The narrative is put together with 
considerable skill and no little knowledge of what is likely to be 
received with favour by English readers." — The Bookseller. "A 
useful story. Any book that tries to save boys and young men from 
cop)ring the example of John Collins deserves to be encouraged, 
especially when it is so very readably written and printed as the present 
tale." — Irish Monthly. " The moral is excellent, the interest of the 
story well sustained." — Tablet. "A good, moral story." — Court 
Circular. 

The Fairy Ching; or the Chinese Fairies' Visit to 
England. By Henrica Frederic. Handsomely 
bound in cloth extra, is., gilt edges is. 6d. 
My Golden Days. By M, F. S. i2mo., 2s. 6d., or 
in 3 vols., IS. each ; gilt, is. 6d. 
The One Ghost of my Life, Willie's Escape, &c. 
The Captain's Monkey, &c. 
Great Uncle Hugh, Long Dresses, &c. 

• ' They are playfully descriptive of the little ways and experience 
of young people, and are well suited for reading aloud in a family 
circle of juveniles." — The Month. "A series of short tales for 
ehildren, by the delightful author of ' Fluffy ' and a score of other 
•charming books for the young. " — Weekly Register. ' ' Capital tales 
for children, nicely told, printed in large type on good paper and 
.neatly bound." — The Bookseller. "Feelings run through them 
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like a stream through flowers, and pretty morals peep out as the 
reader travels along." — Catholic Times. *' This is the latest of the 
long catalogue of bright and edifying books of short stories for 
which our young people have to thank M. F. S. " — /risk Monthly, 

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour. 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo.y 2S. 

• Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
of place and scene. • To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra- 
tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared." — Weekly 
Register, "We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true." — The Month, " A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the book." — Dublin Review. 

From Sunrise to Sunset. A Catholic Tale. 3s. 6d. 

" A story for young readers, with a distinctly religious tendency, 
well written and interesting." — The Bookseller. " A pleasing tale, 
of which some of the incidents take place in the Grisons of Switzer- 
land. There is a good power of description of scenery, in very clear 
grammatical language. In fact, the purity of style of L. B. is quite 
an example to the average novel writer." — Public Opinion. "A 
lively, chatty, pleasant little novel, which can do no harm to any 
one, and may afford amusement to many young persons." — Tablet, 

The Two Friends ; or, Marie's Self-denial. By 
Madame d* Arras {Nk Lechmere). is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

• A little French tale, in the crisis of which the good Empress 
Eugenie plays a conspicuous part." — Weekly Register. 

Andersen's Sketches of Life in Iceland. Translated by 
Myfanwy Fenton. 2s. 6d.; cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

"In the one case they are simply pretty tales; in the other 
curious illustrations of the survival to our own time of thought and 
manners familiar to every reader of the Sagas." — Graphic. "Ever 
welcome additions to the literary flora of a primitive and little- 
known country, such as Iceland must still be deemed. The Princess 
of Wales has been pleased to accept this unpretentious little story- 
book, written in the high latitudes where legends flourish abun- 
dantly." — Public Opinion, " Told with simple eloquence. A happy 
mean of refreshing simplicity which every reader must enjoy." — 
Catholic Times. "The style is fresh and simple, and the little 
volume is altogether very attractive." — Weekly Register. 

Rest, on the Cross. By E. L. Hervey. Author 
of " The Feasts of Camelot," " Tales from Many 
Lands," &c., &c. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

' " This is a heart-thrilling stoiy of many trials and much anguish 
endured by the heroine. Rest comes to her, where alone it can 
come to all. The little tale is powerfully and vividly told."— 
Weekly Register. " Mrs. Hervey has shown a rare taJent in the 
relation of moral tales calculated to fascinate and impress younger 
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readers." — Somerset County Gazette, "An interesting and well- 
written religious story for young people." — The Bookseller. "An 
emotional and gushing little novelette." — Church Ti,..es. •' It is 
impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real, 
and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are well related, and if 
imaginary, they are well conceived." — Tablet, " It is written in the 
gentlest spirit of charity." — Atheneeum. 

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told 
there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or 
separately, Christmas, is. ; Whitsuntide, is. 

** This is really a veiy charming collection of tales, told iis is evi- 
dent from the title, by the Knights of the Round Table, at the Court 
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people 
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and of 
pure and healthy romance, and they have never been written in a 
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this little volume." — 
Tablet. " This is a very charming story book." — Weekly Register. 
*' Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the reach of 
children, but the stories are quite sufficiently well told to deserve the 
perusal of more critical readers." — The Month. "These tales are 
well constructed, and not one of them is destitute of interest." — 
Catholic Times. " The reader revels in fascinating recitals of the 
doings of the mighty men of old." — Somerset County Gazette. 
" King Arthur and the stories told at his court have a charm that is 
felt by young and old. The idea of gathering them in a book for 
young readers was excellent." — Atheneeum. " Full of chivalry and 
knightly deeds, not unmixed with touches of quaint humour." — Court 
Journal, "The substance and spirit of Arthurian romance."— 
Examiner. "A graceful and pleasing collection of stories. " — Daily 
News. "Quaint and graceful little stories." — Notes and Queries. 
" To those who wish to go back to the prehistoric days and indulge 
themselves in the old dream-land of romance, this is just the book." 
— Guardiaf^. "There is a high purpose in this charming book, 
one which is steadily pursued — it is the setting forth of Ihe true 
meaning of chivalry." — Morning Post. 

Stories from many Lands. By E. L. Hervey. 3s. 6d. 

"Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are 
short and varied. The Godmother's, Anecdotes are very good 
stories." — Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories 
and Anecdotes of a good moral tone." — Tablet. "A delightful 
fairy Crodmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess 
Scheherezade as a story-teller. " — Weekly Register. "Suitable for 
boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching 
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im- 
pressive manner." — Illustrated London News. "The stories are 
instructive and interesting." — Than et Advertiser. "It is pleasant 
exceedingly to come across a sound, healthy, moral, and in- 
structive story-book like the one now before us. ' — Somerset County 
Gazette. ' ' Many of the stories are such as belong to the common 
stock of the world, and ought to be made known to the young gene- 
ration." — Guardian. *' A charming collection of tales, illustrating 
some great truths. " — Church Times. ' ' With a few exceptions each 
story has 'some heart of meaning in it,' and tends to kindle in the 
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mind all that is good and noble," — Windsor Gazette. *' A collec- 
tion of short stories, anecdotes, and apologues on various topics, 
delightfully told." — Athencenm. 

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay 
(Kathleen O'Meara). is. ; stronger bound, 
IS. 6d. ; cloth extra, 2s. 

*• A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting." — 
Dublin Review. " It is full of courage and faith and Catholic 
heroism." — Universe. " A beautiful picture of the wonders effected 
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer." — Tablet. 

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies. 
IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

' ' This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants." 
— Tablet, " The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic, 
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting." — Weekly Register. 

Canon Schmid's Tales. New translation, with Original 
Illustrations, 3s. 6d. Separately: i. Canary Bird; 
2. Dove ; 3. Inundation ; 4. Rose Tree; 5. Water 
Jug ; 6. Wooden Cross ; 6d. each, or is. gilt. 
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s.6d. ; 
or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt. 

Tom's Crucifix, and Pafs Rosary. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance. 

The Old Prayer Book, & Charlie Pearson's Medal. 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 

"Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine." 
— Universe. "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — Weekly Register. 

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author of 
"Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d. 

" A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through 
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a 
beam of moonlight." — Weekly Register. "The tale is well told, 
We cannot help feeling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy." — Tablet, 

The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, 1 s. 6d. 

" A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos 
in it and a warm Catholic spirit." — The Month. " We are glad to 
welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is 
already favourably known." — United Irishman. "The tale is 
singularly interesting. Tlie story of Gertrude with her gratified 
wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt, 
find especial favour." — Weekly Register. " Like everything which 
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M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest ; there are pictures of an 
old-fashioned English home, with romping children, so natural 
that we seem to know both it and them ; a little tale of sorrow with 
all the sadness of truth about it ; and the history of a life to which 
God seemed to have granted a religious vocation and yet denied the 
means of following it." — Tablet. The chief heroine is a striking 
model of what a young woman ought to be, and may become, if 
smimated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 5s. 

" We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 

little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 

World, " A short, Simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 

power of grace to correct bad temper in a. wayward girl." — Weekly 

Register, "We are very much pleased with this little book." — Tablets 

Catherine grown Older. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s. 

" Those who are famihar with the history of Catherine in her 
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Register, "Catherine's character will delight English 
children."— Ttf^/^/. 

Stories for my Children. — The Angels and the Sacra- 
ments. Square i6mo. is. 
Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

" Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
with some short pieces of ppetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register. 
" Tliis is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic." — Catholic 
Opinion. " It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents." — Dublin Review, " Beau- 
tiftdly written. • Little Terence * is a gem of a liSit." -—Tablet, 

Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power."— iP<r^j/«*. 
"A most singular production." — Universe. "An unpretending 
yet a very touching story." — Waterford News. " Excellent indeed 
IS the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good.**— Catholic World, "The idea is 
well sustained throughout." — Church Times. 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

"Will well repay its T^rxxsal.*'— Universe. "This precious vol- 
ume. "—Baptist. * ' No one will deny * Iota ' the merit of entire origi- 
nality."— 0"w7ia». • • A valuable addition to eveiy Catholic library." 
Tablet. • ' There is much cleverness in it. ' — Nonconformist, ' ' Ma- 
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licious KoAmx^xA"— English Independent. "An admirable and 
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac- 
ters are from )M^y '^Catholic Opinion, 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 

" Charming little story."— Weekly Register. 

Faiiy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. 6d.; doth, is. and is. 6d.; gilt, 2S. 

' " Full of imagination and dreams, and at thersame time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infiants.'* — Universe, "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register, A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones. ' ' — Tablet. 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

* "It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. Tlie accoimt of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
" The tenth chapter is beautiful" — Universe. " The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
recommend the book." — Waterford News, " This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
siCTOss."'-CatAolic World. ' 'Charmingly written."— CA«rf A Herald. 

The Stoiy of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 2s. 6d., 
gilt, 3s.; or separately: — ^The Story of Marie, 2d.; 
Nelly Blane^ and A Contrast, 2d.; A Conversion 
and a Death-Bed, 2d.; Herbert Montagu, 2d. ; 
Jane Murphy, The Dying Gipsy, and The Name- 
less Grave, 2d.; The Beggars, and True and False 
Riches, 2d.; Fat and his Friend, 2d. 

' ' A veiv nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching.— Tablet. ' ' A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity. " — Universe, ' ' A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register, 

Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp- 
field. iSmo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton, cloth, is. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. 

"A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers." — Tablet. " Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale. "— The Month. ' ' Simply and naturally told. "— Free- 
man*s Journal. 

Eagle and Dove. From the French of Mademoiselle 
Z^naide Fleuriot By Emily Bowles. Cr. 8vo., 53.: 
cheap edition, 2s. 6cL 

• • We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story. ' '— 
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Register. " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times. "Admirable in tone and purpose."— CAwr^A 
Herald. " A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet. "The subject is forcibly and in- 
geniously put before the reader, and the original matter in it is apt 
and ^vaivX.**— Derbyshire Courier. ** It is superior to the common 
run of stories in artistic merit, its characters and scenes have a 
peculiar and romantic interest, and its religious and moral tone is 
up to the highest mark." — Catholic World. 

Cistercian Legends of the 13th Century. Translated 
from the Latin by the Rev. Henry Collins. 3s. 
or in 3 vols., is. 66. each. 

^ "A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as leg^ds and none the 
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragements" — 
Wetkly Register. ' ' The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated." — Tablet. ' ' Well translated 
and beautifully got up." — The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom," 
— Catholic Opinion. ' ' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 
• Christian Perfection. * "-—Dublin Review. 

Cloister Legends; or, Convents and Monasteries in 
the Olden Time. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"Deeply interesting and edifying. "— H^^«/l/y Register. "A 
•harming book of tales of the olden time." — Catholic Opinion. 
"A charming volume." — Universe. "All more or less interesting 
and well told. "— Tablet ' ' The stories are very well told. "—Month. 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 
6d. ; cloth, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as 
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church." — Tablet, 
••The Tales are Catholic to the hsicVhone."-^ Weekly Register. 
•'Interesting and well-written stories." — Westminster Gazette, 
•• Very interesting as stories." — Church News. " Full of devotion 
and piety.''— Northern Press. 

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. Fcap.;8vo. 3s. 

'* There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for ainy help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty.' 
'^Month. " We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary."— 
Tablet. Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion. 
** This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture 01 
fitory of each mystery of the Rosary."— Dublin Review. 

Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
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inconstant practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Register. 
*'It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy." — Tablet. "Those who may wish to know 
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially 
commend it to our readers." — Northern Star. 

A Romance of Repentance ; or, the Heroine of Vesu- 
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth 
Century. By Rev. Dr. 0*Reilly. 3s. 6d. 

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 5s. 
The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont 4s. 
Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss* Bridges 
Fcap. 8vo. IS. 

" A charming little story of home griefs and loves. The characters 
are admirably well discnminated. " — Weekly Register. "Nor is 
brevity the only or chief merit of the book. A high tone of religious 
feeling prevails."— ra^/<?/. 

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 
The Lost Children of Mount St Bernard. Gilt, 6d. 
The Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d. 
A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 
Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

The Catholic " Pilgrim's Progress '' — The Journey of 
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury, 
Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d. 

" The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those 
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It 
will prove, however, a tiseful gift to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world. "— Weekly Register, * ' This mode of teaching imparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and reaXiiy. "—CAurch Review. 
*' Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds 
will have a great charm." — TAe Scotsman. **Noone can weary 
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet, 

Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 
Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s. 
Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 
Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St. Cuthbert's. By 

Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d. 
Margaxet Roper. By A. M. Stewart. 6s. ; gilt, 7 s. 
Limerick Veteran. By the same. 5s. and 6s. 
Life in the Cloister. By the same. 3s. 6d. 
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Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the 

Early Church. By Rev. A. J. O'Reilly, D.D. 5s. 
Revelations of Ireland, is. 
The Kishoge Papers. Tales of Devilry and Drollery. 

IS. 6d. 
Chances of War. An Irish Tale. By A. Whitelock. 5s. 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. i2mo., is. 
Pearl among the Virtues. By Rev. P. A. De Doss. 3s. 
Recollections of the Reign of Terror. By the Abbd 

Dumesnil. 2s. 6d. 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice ; or, From Killarney to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 
The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 4d. 
The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 

Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 5s. 

Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of " Stories 
of the Saints.'' Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

" A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language. — 
Church Times, "A number of short legends, told in simple an- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of ' Stories of the Saints.' " — Tablet, " Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly Register. "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and 
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader." — United Irishman. 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F S., author of " Tom's 
Crucifix, and other Tales," " Catherine Ham- 
ilton," &c. 5 series, each 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day."-— 
Weekly Register, "Interesting not only for children but for per- 
sons of every age and degree." — Tablet. "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. "A very attractive volume. 
A delightful lx)ok."— Union Review. "Admirably adapted foi 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading." — 
Catholic Opinion. " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
(ittTa.ctive." —Church Herald. " Well selected." — Dublin Review, 

Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

"The stories seem well put together." — The Month. " It sets 
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking features 
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Cn thol ics. " — Tablet. 
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Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F. S. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

"It contains the sad and yet glorious histories of more than 
thirty sufferers amongst the Roman Catholic Clergy." — Pilot. 
"The stories are briefly and simply narrated." — Church Times. 
" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest air of reality about every page that the youthful reader 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and nan believe that he is 
'listening to a story.'" — Weekly /Register. " It has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form, 
so that, while laying before the youthful mind deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found in the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is 
laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England." — 
United Irishman. ** Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic faith is dear." — Tablet. "Sad stories of over 
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake." — Catholic Times. 
"No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far ar<? 
wide. " — Dublin Review. 

The Story of the Life of St. Paul. By M. F. S., author 
of " Legends of the Saints," &c. 2s. 6d. and is. 6d. 

"A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
'Tom's Crucifix and other Tsi\es."'^Weekly Register. "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec- 
tively, and has made the most of them." — Catholic Times. 

The Panegyrics of Fr. Segneri, S.J. Translated from 
the original Italian. With a preface by the Rev. 
Fr. W. Humphrey, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

Contents : — The Immaculate Conception — The Blessed Virgin — 
St. Joseph — St. John the Evangelist — St. John the Baptist — St. 
Stepnen— St. Ignatius of Loyola — St. Francis Xavier — St. Aloysius 
Gonzaga — St. Thomas of Aquin — St. Philip Neri — St. Antony of 
Padua— The Blessed Sacrament— The Holy Winding Sheet— The 
Angel Guardian. 

Albert the Great: his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Photographic Portrait 8vo., los. 6d.; cheap 
edition 5s. 

" All this, and more, are recorded in the volume now before us, 
which goes to make up one of the most interesting religious bio- 
graphies recently issued from the Catholic press." — Irish Monthly. 
" A translation of Di. Sighart's ' Albertus Magnus ' will be welcome 
in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and beautifully 
got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of B. Albert's 
portrait after Fiesple." — Dublin Review. "Albert the Great is not 
well known ... yet he is one of those pioneers of inductive pbilo* 
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sophy whom our modern men of science cannot without black in- 
gratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only to those 
who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as he did, 
to wrest from nature theceason of her doings." — Tfu Month, " The 
volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the reader 
through most of the scenes of Albert s life with a graphic power 
which does honour to the Mterary skill of Fr. Dixon. . . . We 
certainly recommend this book as worthy a place in every library." 
— Catholic Times, ** The fullest record that has ever been penned 
of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the Church." — 
Weehiy Regisiir. " The book is extremely interesting, full of in- 
formation, and displays great powers of research and critical judg- 
ment. . . . The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet, 

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 4tOt 2 55. 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., los. : — or separately: 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Br^chard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de Chitel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aimde de Chantal, Sister FranQoise Gabrielle 
Bally, Sister Mary Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Peronne Fer- 
net, Sister Marie S^raphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph. 5 s. 

Life of S. Bemardine of Siena. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5 s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 
Varani. With a portrait, 5 s. 

Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the 

Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and 

Photograph. 3s. 6d. 
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Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari. 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832. 
With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of S. Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From the 
Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. With a Portrait. 3s. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. is.; better bound, 2s. 6d. 

" The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con- 
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion." — The Month. ' ' Her judgments are always wise. " — Catholic 
Opinion, " We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch! It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edify all. "—raW<?/. 

Life of Paul Seigneretj Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

••An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people. " 
—Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth," — Register* 

Inner Life of Pfere Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With 
Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A, M. 
Stewart. Illustrated, Svo., los. 6d. ; gilt, iis 6d. 

Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle, 
O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

St. Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. 1 2mo., 4s. 6d. 
Life of St. Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Life and Prophecies of S. Columbkille. 3s. 6d. 

Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J. 

Arnold. 2s, 6d. 
Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa Mulholland. 6d. Illustrated, 2 s. 6d. 
The Lives of the Early Popes. St. Peter to St. 

Silvester. By Rev. Thomas Meyrick, M. A. 8vo., 

4s. 6d. 
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Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 

Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 

Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 5s. 
Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi. From the French 

of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d. \ 

better bound, 53. 
Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 
Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, los. - 
Life of St Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 
The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 

Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5 s. 
Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 

Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 
Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 
Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St Bonaventure. 

By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 
Life of St. German. 3s. 6d.; Stephen Langton. 2s. 6d. 
Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d. 
Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 5s, 
Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 
Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 
Challoner's Memoirs of Missionary Priests. 8vo. 6s. 
Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin. Proposed as a Model 

to Christian Women, is. 

BY SISTER MARY FRANCIS CLARE. 

Life of Father Mathew. 2 s. 6d. 

Life of Mary O'Hagan, Abbess, Poor Clares. 6s. 

Life of St Patrick, is. 8vo., 6s.; gilt, los. 



Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C. 
Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; with 
Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately, 
4d. ; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id. 

A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 
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TheHistory of the Blessed Virgin. ByOrsini. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. 

" The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has 
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admiration of it." — Weekly Register. 

The Victories of Rome. By Rev. Fr. Beste. is. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796 — 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d. ; 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

"The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted 
with the subject about which he writes." — Athenceum. "Mr. 
O'Clery will be satisfied with the honour of having accomplished a 
good work. ... He has done his duty well enough, as any one 
who chooses to get the book for himself can see."— -^««. " Well- 
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour 
and amiability." — Guardian. " Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful 
narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by 
jio means heavy reading." — Pilot. "It was a happy thoujght on 
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributinpr 
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it 
was better still to have p^rded himself up to the task of giving exe- 
cution to his thought m the very able and satisfactory manner ita 
which he has done his work."— T^ft^ Month. " The author gra5p3 
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... Froiji 
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest." — CatholicTimes. 
" It is the only well digested siHnmary in the English tongue of all 
the reliable records bearing on the events of which it treats." — 
Nation. "The narrative virtually covers the whole of the Papacy, 
or, in other words, Christianity, since the date of the foundation, 
nineteen centuries ago." — Weekly Register. "Written with the 
calmness of the historian, yet with something of the energy of feiith, 
this book cannot fail to be most interesting to Catholics, while it 
should do good service among Protestants. The style i^ easy and 
enjoyable." — Tablet. " In every line of the book we find a vigour 
and freshness of mind, combined with a maturity of judgment on 
.the great question at issue." — Wexford P.eople% 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouave*. By Joseph 
Powel, Z.P. . With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3& 6d. 

'- "It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every page, 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontiflcal Zouaves, the 
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than 
a contribution to modem Roman history." — Freeman' syouma I. 
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Rome and her Captors. Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri d*ldeville, and translated by 
F. R, Wegg-Proaser. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

"The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel." — Dublin Review. " A series 
of letters graphically^ depicting the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its' true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontcse 
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers.' — Church Herald. ** One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature. " — 
Qtrk Examiner. *' We have read the book carefully, and have 
found it full of interest, whether from its OMm intrinsic merits or 
from the ease of the translation we care not to enquire." — Catholic 
Opinion, "At the time of its publication it occasioned no little 
&L\s on account of its vivid portraitmie of character, its keen obser- 
vation, and its scatentiods remarks." — Hert/erd journal. "The 
tzanslator of thia wonderfully interesting volume has done a distinct 
good."— WeAly RexisUr. 

Personal Recollections of Rome. By \V. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late oi the Pontifical Zouaves. 8yo. is. 6d. 

•• An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
pond Power." — Tablet. "All will read it with pleasure, and many 
to< their profit." — Weekly Register. " We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's \3iw^."^-Nation. 

Tke First Apo^les of Europe. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race.'' By 
Mrs, Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. los. 

" Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown — or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived — by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review. "A 
brilHant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. . . . 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
weU as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed." 
— Northern Star. " This is a real addition to our Cathc^c litera- 
ture." — Tablet. " In the first place it is good in itself, possessing 
considerable literaxy raent ; then it fills up a blank, which has never 
yet been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and 
beyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out 
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from 
across the Channel. It is a growth of individual intellectual labour, 
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated 
and discerning mind." — Dublin Review. " Mrs. Hope's historical 
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works are always valuable."— Weekly Register, "A very valuable 
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which gives 
constantevidenceof great erudition, and sound historical judgtnent." 
^-The Month. "This is a most taking book : it is solid history 
and romance in out." ^-Catholic Opinion, "It is carefully, and in 
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is 
most instructive and interesting." — Universe, 

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2s. 6d. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. 2S. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The writing is full of brilliancy and point."— r^W^/. " It will 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
bably g^ves of an individual experience."-^ 77^^ Month. 

The Infellibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a-rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — Uni- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of ' The Comedy of Convocation.' . . • 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register, 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. 6d. 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d. 

" ' Church Defence' is characterised by the same caustic ironyi 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the ' Comedy of Convocation.' ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet. 
" Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Elstablishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile." — Nonconformist, 

Marshalliana — ^The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at los. in paper 
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth. 

Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.; 
cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 

•• Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
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with archxological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject."— -y-*^ J/<7«/A. "The author treats his subject 
with a thorough system, and a competent knowledge. It is a book 
of sicgular attractiveness and considerable merit." — Church Herald. 
** Dean Stanley and other sinners in controversy are treated with 
great gentleness. They are indeed thoroughly exposed and re- 
futed." — Register. *' Fr. Philpin has a particularly nervous and 
fresh style of handling his subject, with an occasional picturesque- 
ness of epithet orsimile."— T^a^/^/. 



Dramas, Comedies, Farces, 

The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children. 

6d. 
Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 

Children. 6d. 
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. is. 
St. William of York, A Drama in Two Acts. Male. 6d. 
Hewould be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male. 2s. 
He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d. 
The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in ^Two Acts. 

Male. 6d. 
Darby the Dodger. Comic Drama in Four Acts. 

Mixed. IS. 
Finola. An. Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 

Acts. IS. 
Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2%. 
The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act. 

By W. H. A. Female. 6d. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 

Female. 6d. 
Emscliff Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great- Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d. 
Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d. 
The Convert Martyr ; or, Dr. Newman's " Callista," 

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2 s. 
Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated 

edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 

Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d. 



Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
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AdyexLturesof aCasquet. Tlie... ... ... ... 2 6 

Alba'8 Dream, and other Stories ... ... ... 6 o 

AlYareda Fiunlly, The, and oiher'Stories {Pcrico) ... 6 o 

Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin " J.. 5 o 
Amulet, Tbe. By Conscience ... ... ...40 

Anecdotes, Catholic. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 3 vols. ... n o 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... 2 6 

Apostlefiliip of Prayer. By Rev. H. Rami^re ... ... 6 o 

Arianlsm and the Council of mce (7'^a/ia) ... .. 6 o 

Ars Rhetorlca. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

Assnnta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Barlmra Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. ByA. L.S. ...30 

Bertha ; or, The Consequences of a Fault ... ... 26 

Better Part, ThCL A Tale from Re<il Life ... ... 2 6 

BlUe. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ... 72 o 

Bihle. 4to., morocco ... ... ... ••• ••• 34 ^ 

Bihle. 8vo., morocco, 25s. ; persian calf ... ... 21 o 

BihlCL i8mo., cloth, 6s. ; persian calf 8s. & 9s.; morocco, 

lis. 6d. & i8s.; calf ... ... ... ... 20 o 

Bible History for the Use of Catholic Schools. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ..» ...50 

Bihle History for the Use of Schools . By Rev. R. Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ••• ... 2 o 

Blanche de Uarsilly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6 
Blessed Virgin in North America, Derotion to. By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 

Blessed Virgin, Lifie of the. By Rt. Rev. A. P. Dupan- 

loup, and others. Illustrated ... ... ... 10 o 

Bnigoinaster's Daughter (5//'a»l^«) ... ... ... 2 6 

Cantiones Sacrae. By Fr. Mohr ... ... ...50 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6 

Cassilda; or. The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6 

Catechism in use among the Flatheads, Kalispels. Pends- 

d'Oreilles. and other Rocky Mountain Indians {Indian) 2 6 

Catholic Keepsalce. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 6 o 

CathoUc Tenth's Library, 6 vols. ... ... ... 12 o 

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, 2s. 6d. ; The Re- 
cluse, 2S. 6d. ; The Two Brothers, 2s. 6d. ; Young Flower 
Maker, 2s. 6d. ; The Leper's Son, 2s. 6d. ; The Dumb 
Boy, 2S. 6d. 

~ - * ■ - - — ■ - — 
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& d. 
Catholicity In the OaroUnasand Georgia. By Rev. Dr. J. J. 

O'Connell, O.S.B. ... .. ... ... ... 12 o 

ChrlstmaB for our dear Little Ones. The First. Illustrated 

in colours ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Church History. ByAlzog. 3 vols. 8vo. ... ... 60 o 

Church History. By Darras. 4 vols., 8 vo. ... ...48 o 

Church History, Compendium of. By Noethen ... 8 o 
Church and the OentUe World at the First Promulgation 

of the OospeL By Rev. A.J. Th^baud, S.]. 2 vols., 
with Atlas ... ... ... ... ... 24 o 

Communion. Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40 

Consdenoe's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o 

Or separately : The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and 
Blind Rosa, 4s. ; Count Hugo. 4s. ; The Fisherman's 
Daughter, 4s. ; Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic 
and Gertrude, 4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The 
Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Consequences of a Fftult (^^rM^) ... ... ... 2 6 

Convert. The ; or, Leaves from My Experience. By O. A. 

Brownson... .. ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Counsels for eadi Day In the Week (/^r/V;;^^^) .. ...06 

Count Hugo, of QraenhOYC. By Conscience ... ...40 

Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Rev. J. N. 

Stoeger. S.J. ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Crown of Thorns, Mystery of. By a Passionist Father ... 5 o 
Dally Monitor (/^/7>»rf/>') ... ... ... ... o ^ 

Divine Sanctuary, The. A Series of Meditations upon the 
Litany of the Most Sacred Heart of Jesus. By the Very 
Rev. T. S. Preston... ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... 2 6 
Donna Dolores (A^zVf^'j) ... ... ... ...4 c 

Vi^axB^i'^j {Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... 2 6 

Ecclesiastical Law, Elements of. By Rev. S. B. Smith. D.D. x8 o 
Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... ...60 

Epistles and Gospels. Eiq;)lanation of. By Goffine ... 9 
Ethel Hamilton ; or. Lights and Shadows of the War of In- 

dependence. By Anna T. Sadlier ... ... ...30 

European Civilisation, Protestantism and Catholicity 

Compared. By Balmes ... ... ... ... 12 o 

Evidences of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding ... 12 o 
Evidences of Religion. By L. Jouin, S.J. ... ,..60 
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s. d. 
Faith of Our Fathers. The ; being a Plain Exposition and 
Vindication of the Church Founded by our Lord Jesus 
Christ. By the Most {Rev. Archbishop Gibbons ... 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 
Fervour. A Letter written to a religious person during her 

Annual Retreat. By Fr, Vallois, S.J. (Little) ... 2 o 

Fickle Fortune. A Story of Place La Grfeve. By Christine 

J/ aDCr ... ... .•• ••« ... *>* *\ " 

Fisherman's Dai2£:hter, The. By Conscience ... ...40 

Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... ...40 

Ftancis Xavler (St.), Life o£ From the Italian of Bartoli 

and MafTei ... ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily Monitor ... ... ...06 

Future of Catholic Peoples. — Protestant and Catholic 

Civilization Compared. By Baron de Haulleville ... 6 o 
Genius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand ... ... 10 o 

God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus ... 4 o 
Golden Sands. ("Paillettes d'Or.") A CoUection of Little 
Counsels for the Sanctification and Happiness of Daily 
Life. First and Second Series, each ... ... ...40 

Good Thou£:hts for Priests and People; or, Short Medi- 
tations for every Day in the Year. By Rev. T. Noethen 8 o 
Great-Grandmother's Secret, The ... ... ... 2 6 

Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated ... ...j 4 o 

Gretchen's Gift; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. L. S. ...30 

Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abb^ Chardon ... 4 o 
happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience ... ...40 

Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 4 o 
History, Compendium o£ ByKerney ... ... ... 5 6 

Hours with the Sacred Heart ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Hymns and Chants. By Fr. Mohr (jCantiones) ... ...50 

Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... ... 2 6 

Intellectual Philosophy, Elements ol By Rev. J. De 

Concilio ... ••• ... ••• ...60 

Invitation Heeded : Reasons for a return to Catholic 

Unity. By James Kent Stone ... ... ...60 

Irish Fireside Tales (^w^r^Af)... ... ... ... 6 o 

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Lives of. By Myles O'Reilly; 

and History of the Penal Laws. By Rev. R. Brennan ... 12 6 
Jesuits! The. By Paul Feval ... ... ... ... 3 6 

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands ... ...50 

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier. 

Cloth, gilt edges ... ... ... ... ... 4 o 
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s. d. 
Knowledge and Loye of Jeiue CQiilft. From the French 

of St. Jure, S.J. 3 vols. ... ... ... ... 31 6 

Leo XTTT., Life and Acta ot With a Sketch of the Last Days 

of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 8 o 
Lefi^ndoftheMooriahWara In Spain (AV/f/j) ... ...40 

"LspfO^BfUm (Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... ... s 6 

LetteraofaTounglrialiwomantolierSiBter ... ... 6 o 

Life Piotnzea, &c. (Ethel) ... ... ... ... 3 o 

Ughta and Shadowa of tbe War of Didependenoe (£M^/) 3 o 
Ugaori (8t), Ufa of. Translated by a Member of the Order 

of Mercy ... ... ... ... ... ... 10 o 

Literature, An Eaaay Oontribating to a Fbiloaophy ot By 

Literature, Btudent'a Handbook of Brltiali and Amerloan. 

By Rev. O. L. Jenkins ... ... ... ... 10 6 

Little Treatise on tbe Little Virtues. By Fr. Roberti, S.J. 2 o 
Little Treatise on Little Bulferings ... ... ... i 6 

Lives of tbe Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 33s. ; gilt, 

50s. ; leather, 64s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s. ; gilt ... 34 o 
Lives of tlie Saints fer every Day in the Tear. By Rev. 

F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated. 2 vols., sos. ; or in 

Jidm VwIm* •«• «■• ••• ••« •»• ••• 3 

Lives of the Saints. Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 

in the Year ... ... ... ... ... 15 o 

Lives of Patron Saints. Illustrated (/\7/^T);f) ... ... 10 o 

Lost Son, The. By Mrs. J. Sadlier ... ... ... 3 o 

Louisa KlrKbrlde. A Tale of New York. By Rev. A. J. 

Th^baud, S.J. Illustrated ... ... ... 10 o 

Louise Lateau. A Visit to Bols d'Haine. By Francis R. 

A M U WC ••• •••• •••• ••• ••• ••• w O 

Louise Slghouin, Life of (/«^/a;?) ... ... ... 2 6 

Ludovlc and Gertrude. By Conscience ... ...40 

ICaddalena, The Orphan of the Via Appia ... ... 4 o 

Marcelle. A True Story ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Kary.The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio ... 6 o 

Kary Magdalene (St.), litd of. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 2 6 
Mass (The). The Holy Sacriiioe for the Living and the 

Dead. ByMichaelMUller, C.SS.R.... ... ... 10 6 

Maxims, from an Unpublished M.S. of Fr. Segneri, S.J. 

(Ltiilc) ... ...- ... ... ... ... 20 

Medicine, Pastoral. By Dr. Carl Capellmann, translated 

by Rev. W. Dassel ... ... * ... ... 6 o 

Meditations for every Day in the Year. By Rev. T. 

Noethen (Good) ... ... •.. ... ... 8 q 
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s. d. 
MedltattooB, Deroat. Bj Cresset From the Frencb, by 

A. H. DoTsey ... ... ... ... ... 8 o 

niraonloiiB CkniTanloii (Os^tom) ... ... ... 2 c 

MOOXiSh PrlnOMS of TUiadO (CajJf/dTa) ... ... ... 2 6 

More (Sir Thomas). An Historical Romance. From the 

French of the Princesse de Craon. By Mrs. M. C. 

Monroe ... S ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Mjrstoxlons Beggar (Ca/i^//V FowM'j) ... ... ... 3 6 

Myvterloos Oastto, Tbe. A Tale of the Middle Ages ... 60 

Novltlato, Souvenir of the ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Ordinatlone according to the Roman FontlflcalB, Bite of. 

In Latin and English. By Rev. J. £L M. Lynch ... 4 6 

Orphan of the Via Appia (il/<7d^a/«ffa) ... ... ... 4 o 

Orphan of Aliace ... ... ... ... ... a 6 

Paradise of God : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart. By 

a Father of the Society of Jesus ... ... ...40 

Paradise on E^rth ... ... ... ... ... a 6 

Path which led a Protestant Lawsrer to the Catholic 

Church. By P. H. Burnet ... ... ... ...10 o 

Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated ... ... 10 o 

Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 3 o 

Pedro's Daughter (AVir/j) ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Penal Laws, History of (/fif/i J^ar/^f) ... ... ... is 6 

Perico the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 6 o 

PhUomena (St.), UflB and BUrades Of ... ... ... a 6 

Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General 

Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S. J. ... 6 o 
Philosophy, Ethics, or Moral. (Being vol. 2 of the above 

Work.) By W. H. Hill, S.J 6 o 

Pius DL, Last Days of (La?) ... ... ... ... 8 o 

Priestof AuTrigny, The, etc. ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Protestant Befonnatlon. By Archbishop Spalding. 9 vols., 

2IS. Cheap edition in I vol. ... ... ... 14 o 

Protestant Befonnatlon, Anglicanism and Situalism. 

By Rev. T. S. Preston ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Protestant and Catholic Civilization Compared (^W/»r^) 6 o 
Baphaela; or, the History of a Young Girl who would not 

take advice. By Mile. Monniot ... ... ...60 

Bayignan(Pr.), S. J.,Uleof. By Fr. de Ponlevoy ... 9 o 

Beduse, The {Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... 2 6 

Bltuale Bomanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 

by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, i6s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Bosary, The. The Devotion of the Holy Bosaryand the 

Plv6 Scapulars. By Rev. M. Mliller, C.SS.R. ... 6 6 
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s. d. 
Saored Ohant, Kaniua of . By Fr. Mohr ... ... 2 6 

Saored Heart, Dtyotlons to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. ... 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s. 
Sacred Hdart, Hours* wltb ... ... ... •• 2 o 

Sacred Heart, DeYotlons to (ZfV//r) ... ... ...20 

Sacred Heart, Virtues of. By Pire Boudreaii.\, S.J. 

(Paradise)... ... ... ... ... ••• 4 ^ 

Scapulars (Five), Tbe Devotion ot By Rev. M. Muller 

{Rosary) ... ... ... ... ... ••• 6 6 

Sermon at tlie Month's Mind of the Most Rev. Abp. Spald- 

in^ ... ... ... ... •.• ••• ^ ^ 

Sermons. By the Paulists. 1863, 6s. ; 1864, 6s. ; 1871 ... 6 o 
Sermons and IiOCtures. By the Very Rev. Thomas N. 

Burke, O. P. (Author's complete edition.) 2 vols. ...^4 
Sermons and Lectures of Rev. T. N. Burke, O.P., since his 

departure from America ... ... ... ... 10 6 

Sermons, ,One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas. 

OVO.' ..•• ... ... .•• »•• ,.m^m\J 

Sermons on Our Lord, the RV.M., and Moral Sulsjects. 

By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. 
Sermons (63), Preached In the Albany County Fenl- 

tentlaiy. By Rev. T. Noethen 
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and Letters of Rev. Dr. 

D. W. Cahlll 
Sisters of Charity, Manual of ... 
Six Sunny Months, and other Stories 
Society of Jesus, History of . ByDaurignac 
Songs, Legends, and Ballads. By J. B. O'Reilly 
Spalding (Archbishop), Life of ... 
Spalding's (Abp. ) Works. 5 vols. 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, t2s. Miscel- 
lanea, 2 vols., 21S. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 

ais. ; cheap edition, i vol., 14s. 
Spiritual Man, The ; or the Spiritual Life reduced to its 

First Principles. By the Rev. J. B. Saint-Jure, S.J. ... 6 o 
States of the Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. J. 

Berthier ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Strange Village, and other Stories ... ... ... 2 6 

Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories ... 6 o 
Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 

Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abbe A. Bay le ... 60 
Th^logla Moralis S. Alphonsl Compendium. Auctore A. 

Konings, C.SS.R. 2 vols, in i, half-morocco ... 30 o 

Trowel or the Cross, The, and other Stories and Sketches 6 o 
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s. d. 
Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By G. H. 

Allies ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ...c^o. 

True Men as We Need Them. A Book of Instruction for 

Men in the World. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... ... lo 6 

'Swo'SxoMhffn^ [Catholic Youth's) ... ... ... 2 6 

Two Brides. A Tale. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... ... 6 o 

ITbaldo and Irene. An Historical Romance. From the 

Italian of Rev. Fr. Antonio Bresciani, S.J. 2 vols. ... i6 o 
Vacation Days. . A Book for Young Girls in Vacation. 

By the author of "Golden Sands" ... ... ... 40 

VUlafi^e Jnnkeep^, Tbe. By Conscience ... ...40 

Villas steeple, The. A Tale ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Visits to the Blessed Sacrament (/^rtVff<//;v) •• ...06 

What Catholics do not Believe, i By the Right;. Rev. P. J. 
Ryan. Bishop of Tricomia, and Coadjutor to the Arch- 
bishop of St. Louis ... ... ... ... 1 o 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Essasrs. 6 vols. ... ... ... 36 o 

Toung Doctor. By Conscience... ... ... ...40 

Toung FlOWer-SSaker (Catholic Youth's) ... ... 2 6 

DRAMAS, etc. 

Bahhler, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Male i o 
Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 

Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev. 

A. J. O'Reilly. Male ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Elder Brother, The. A 'Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Fanny Allen. The First American Nun. A Drama in Five 

Acts. By Marie Josephine. Female ... ... i o 

Invlsihle Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ... i o 

Knights of the Cross, The . A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

AYitH^ ••• •»• ••• ••• ••• ••■2 w 

Laurence and Xystus ; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ... 2 o 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 2 o 
St. Helena ; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ..." i 6 
St. Louis In Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... 2 o 
Secret, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. 

Female ... ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Sylvia; and other Dramas for the Young,' By a Sister of 

v^HcLFlLjr ••• »•• ••• ••• •«« ••■OO 
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For the convenience of purchasers theJoUcwing books referred to in 
t/tc previous pages are arranged according to price: 



6d. 



Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

. The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales ) 



The Lost Children of Mount St. 

Bernard 
The Baker's Boy ; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Venerable Mary Christina of 

Savoy 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Various Dramas 



Is. 



The Fairy Ching 

The Two Friends 

Yellow Holly, and other Tales 

••Tableaux Vi van ts," and other 

Tales 
Wet Days, and other Tales 
The Feasts of Camelot : Christ- 
mas 
The Feasts of Camelot : Whit- 
suntide 
The Bells of the Sanctuary 
Bessy; or, the Fatal Consequence 

of Telling Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture 
Schmid's Canarv Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 

Water Jug (gilt) 

Wooden Cross (gilt) 



Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The Village Lily 

The Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a 

French Child 
Sir iElfric and other Tales 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 

Ward 
Revelations of Ireland 
Story of an Orange Lodge 
Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 
Countess Adelstan 
Paul Seigneret 
St. Patrick 
St. Bridget and other Saints of 

Ireland 
Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 
St. Edmund of Canterbury 
Our Lady of Lourdes 
The Ever Blessed Virgin 
The Victories of Rome 
The Infallibility of the Pope 
Cardinal Wiseman 
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l0.6d. 



The Fairy Ching (gflt) 
The Two Friends (gilt) 
Yellow Holly, andother Tales (gilt) 
••Tableaux Vivants," and other 

Tales (gilt) 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
The Fatal Consequence of Telling 

Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 

(gilt) 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation (gilt) 



Legends of the Xlllth Century. 

3 Series each> is. 6d. 
The Village Lily (gilt) 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
The Memoirs of a French Child 
Sir ^Ifric and other Tales (gilt) 
The Last of the Catholic 

O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall and other Tales 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Terry O'Flinn 
Sophia and Eulalie — Catholic 

Pilgrim's Progress 
The Kishoge Papers 
Paul Seigneret 
S. Edmund of Canterijury 
Cardinal Wiseman 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 
Personal Recollections of Rome 



20. 



Bellevue and its Owners 

To Rome and Back 

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse- 
quences of Telling Lies (gilt) 

Terry O'Flinn (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 
in Search of a Religion 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

(gilt) 
Bible History. Illustrated 



Rosalie ; or. the Memoirs of a 

French Child (gilt) 
The Last of the Catholic 

O'Malleys 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 

(gilt) 
The Artist of Colli ngwood 

Life of St. Wenefred 

Paul Seigneret (gill) 

A Month at Lourdes 



28. 6d. 



Bible Stories — Old Testament 
Series 

The Monk of the Monastery of 
Yuste 

My Golden Days 

Life in Iceland 

Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 

Captain Rougemont ; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 

The Three Wishes 

Catherine Hamilton 

Catherine Grown Older 

Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequences of 

Farleyes of Farleye 

Sir Humphrey's Trial 



Eagle and Dove 
I Tales and Sketches 
; Recollections of the Reign of 

Terror 
, Story of the Life of St. Pnul 

Countess Adelstan 

Recollections of Cardinal Wise- 
man 

Prince and Saviour 

Stephen Langton 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Father Mathew 

Holy Places 

Comedy of Convocation 

Oxford Undergraduate 

Harmony of Anglicanism 

The Adventures of a Casquet 



R, Washbourney i8 Paternoster Row^ London. 
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20. 6d. (continued). 



Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix 

The Better Part 

Blanche de Marsilly 

The Burgomaster's Daughter 

The Dumb Boy 

Great-Grandmother's Secret 

The Leper's Son 

Marcelle 

Life of St. Mary Magdalene 



The Mysterious Beggar 

The Orphan of Alsace 

Life of St. Philomena 

The Priest of Auvrigny 

The Recluse 

Strange Village and other Stories 

The Two Brothers 

The Village Steeple ' 

The Young Flower Maker 



3s. 



Gathered Gems from Spanish 

Authors 
The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
Catherine Hamilton (giltj 
Catherine Grown Older (gilt) 
Rupert Aubray 
Story of Marie and other Tales 

(gilt) 
Percy Grange 



Cistercian Legends 
Chats about the Rosary 
Margarethe Verflassen 
Pearl among the Virtues 
Little Hunchback 
Barbara Leigh 
Ethel Hamilton 
Gretchen's Gift 
The Lost Son 



38. 6d. 



The Conquest of Grenada 

The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 

From Sunrise to Sunset 

Rest, on the Cross 

The Feast of Camelot 

Tales from many Lands 

Canon Schmid's Tales 

Tim O'Halloran's Choice 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 

Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 

The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Beigh 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine, of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St. German 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 
Stories of Martyr Priests^ 
Legends of the Saints 



Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 
Stories of the Saints. 



I St Series 
2nd Series 
3rd Series 
4th Series 
5 th Series 



Stories of Holy Lives 
Blessed Giovanni Columbini 
Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of 

St. Francis 
St. Mary Frances of the Five 

Wounds 
Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 
St. Columbkille 
Ven. Canori Mora 
The History of the Blessed Virgin 
History of the Italian Revolution 
Two Years in the Pontifical 

Zouaves 
The Oxford Undergraduate of 

Twenty Years Ago 
Shakespeare's Comedies 
The Jesuits. By Paul Feval 



4s. 



Conscience's, The Amulets 
The Young Doctor 
The Truce of God 
The Fisherman's Daughter 
Count Hugo of Graenhove 



The Conscript and Blind R o&a 
The Village Innkeeper 
Happiness of Being Rich 
Ludovic and Gertrude 
Cloister Legends 



R. 'nashbatirne^ <8 Paternoster Roiv^ London, 
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48. (continued). 



The Prussian Spy 
Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 
Rome and her Captors 
Faith of our Fathers 
Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Happiness of Heaven 
Golden Sands, ist Series 
Golden Sands. 2nd Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 



God our Father 

The King's Page and other 

Stories 
Maddalena, the Orphan of tlie 

Via Appia 
Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Paradise of God 
Franco's Devotions to the Sacred 

Heart 
Vacation Days 



50. 



Father Benvenuto Barobozxi, 

O.M.C. 
Eagle and Dove 
Limerick Veteran 
The Victims of the Mammertine 
Forty Years of American Life 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 
Albertus Magna? 
St. Vincent Ferrer 
St. Bemardine of Siena 
St. Philip Benizi 



St. Veronica Giuliani 

St . John of God 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Life of Our Lord 

Devotion to Our Lady in North 

America 
Mgr. Weedall 

Alice Harmon and other Talcs 
Bible History. Illustrated 
Mystery of the Crown of Thorns 
The Joint Venture 



60. 



Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre, and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Patrick 
St. Columba 
St. Boniface 

Memoirs of Missionary Priests 
Holy Places 

Mary O'Hagan, Abbess. 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated edition 
The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
The Knowledge of Mary 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 



Raphaela [^^^"^s 

Six Sunny Months and other 
Songs, Legends, and Ballads 
Stray I-«ave3»and other Stories 
Thalia. An Historical Tale 
The Trowel or the Cross and 

other Stories 
The Two Brides 
Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Catholic Keepsake 
The Crown of Heaven 
Emerald Gems 
Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 



Varions. 



Lives of the Early Popes, 4s. 6d. 
St. Angela Merici, 4s. 6d« 
Pfere Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d. 
The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d. 



Life of St. Francis Xavier. 8s. 

Life and Acts of Leo XUl. 8s. 

Goffine's Explanation of the 
Epistles and Gospels. Illus- 
trated. 9s. 



Kx Washbourney 18 Paternoster Roiv^ London, 



M. Washboumis Catalogue. 
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VavioxUl (continued). 

Lives of Irish Martyrs and Ooil* 

fessors. 12s. 6d. 
Spalding's Reformation, 14s. 
Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 



Pkxe Ravignan, 9s. 

Life of St. Ligouri, los. 

The First Religious of the 
Visitation. 2 vols. , los. 

The First Apostles of Europe. 
2 vols. , lOS. 

St. Patrick. los. 

Patron Saints. los. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated. lOS. 

Genius of Christianity. los. 

Louisa Kirkbride. los. 

True Men as we need them, 
los. 6d. 

Albertus Magnus. los. 6d. 

Sir Thomas More. los. 6d. 

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., 

IIS. 



15s. 
Ubaldo and Irene. An Historical 

Romance. 2 vols., i6s. 
Life of O'Connell. 2 vols. , i8s. 
O'Connell's Speeches. 2 vols., 

i8s. 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
St. Jure's Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. , 31s. 6d. 
Darras* Church History. 4 vols., 

48s. 
Archbishop Spalding's Works. 

5 vols., 525. 6d. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design, expressly made for a 

pressing want. 

All who have seen it admire it, and say Nothing 
equals it. 

Price 6d.y or post free, on a roller^ Zd, Twelve copies 

4J. 6^/1, or 5 J. post free. 



FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged 
as a 

MEMENTO OF CONFIRMATION. 

Price I J., or post free^ on a roller^ u. '^d. Twelve copies 

for gs., or post free 9^. 6d. 



R, Washboiirne^s COMPLETE Catalogue^ post free, 
P. Washbounies Monthly List, post free. 



R, Washbourne, 18, Paternoster Row^ London* 



R. WASHBOURHE'S 

POPULAR EDITION OV 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL, 

EDITED BY THE 

REV. R. G. DAVIS, 

Of which in five ycaru Twenty-fiyo Thousand Copies luivo boon sold. 

Tliis is the only edition that at the same time retains all the old familiar 
prayers tliat have made the Garden of the Soul a household book, and 
yet contains all thoae devotions that are now of such constant use. Tlie 
translations of the Psalms, kc, are taken from ihe Douay version, rendered 
most venerable by its use by our Catholic Ancestors. This edition of The 
Gabden of the Soul is especially distinguished by bearing the Impbiha- 

TUB OF THE CABDINAL-AbCHBISHOP OF WeSTMINSTEB. 

lliis is the only full and complete edition published. Great care has 
been taken to clear away many errors and imperfections that are to bo 
foimd in other editions. Amongst the many valuable additions, not before 
inserted in The Gabden of the Soul, will be found the rites of admiids- 
tering |he Sacraments in Latin and English, Devotions to tiio Sacred 
Heart, Devotion of the Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itlne- 
rarium, Devotions to the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the De- 
votion of the Bona Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in 
ordinary use. Especial attention is directed to the excellent paper and 
bold type used in the edition. 

" This is one of the best editions we have seen of one of the best of all our 
Prayer Books. It is well printed in clear, large type, on good paper. " — 
Cadiolic Opinion. 

*' A very complete arrangement of this which is emphatically the 
Prayer Book of every Catholic household. It is as cheap as it is good, and 
we ncartily recommend it." — VhiwrM. 

*' Two striking features are the admirable oixler displayed throughout 
the book, and the insertion of the Indulgences in small type above the 
Indulgenced Prayers. In the Devotions for Mass the editor hcCs, with great 
discrimination, drawn largely on the Church's prayers as given us in the 
Missal." — Weeidff Begiaier. 

Embossed, Is. ; 9s. a dozen. French morocco, 28. ; 18s. a dozen. 

French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. ; 23s. a dozen. 

.Any of the above can be had with rims and clasps, or with Epistles 

and Gospels, 6d. extra; or with Epistles and Gospels and rims. In. 

extra. 

Calf or morocco, 48., with clasp, 5s. 6d. 

Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 58., with clasp, Gs. Gd. 

Morocco, wltli two patent clasps, 12s. 

Morocco antique, with comers and two clasps, 18s. 

Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., 13s. 

Russia, with dasp, 10s., 12s. 6d. 

Russia antique, with comers and two clasps, 20s. 

Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 16s., 20s., 22h. Od. 

Any of the above can be had with Epistles and GohiicIs, {'A. extra 
The Epistles and Gospels maybe liad separately, cloth, Otl., or 48. Gtl. 
per dozen ; roan. Is. 6d. 

The Little Garden, with Epistles and Gospels, 6d. each, or 4s. 6d. i>er 
dozen. Better tK>iuid, Is. and Is. 6d., 2s. and 2s. 6d., sc, &c. 
White imitation Ivory, for First Communion, 2s. 0d. 



JB. WaMourne, 18 Paternoaier Row, London. 



